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THE 

Firft and fecondPart of 

the troublefome Raigne of 

IoHN King of England. 

Jfith the difcomrle of King Richard Cor- 

delions Bafe fonne (vulgarly named, the Baftard 
Zmconhridge : ) Alfo the death of King 
John at Swinftead Abbey. 

As they \vere(_Jundry times') late ly ed. 







UNIVERSITY OF EDINBURGH (JA 3731) OctclVO 





WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE King John (STC 14647) LONDON, 



The troublefome Raigne of 
Kjng Iohn. 

Enter K. Iohn, Queene Elinor bismother, William Mar- 
shall Earle s/Pembrooke, the Earles of Effex, and of 
Salisburie. 

Queene Elinor. 

B Arons of England, 3 .'^ my noble Lords ; 

Though God and Fortune hath bereft from vs 
Vi&orious Richard fcourge of Infidels, 

And clad this Land in ftole of difmall hew : 

Yet giue me lcaue to ioy.and ioy you all. 

That from this wombe hath fprung a fecond hope, 

A King that may in rule and vertue both 
Succesde his brother in his Emperie. 

K. lok. My gracious mother Queene, and Barons alls 
Though farre vnworfhy of fo high a place. 

As is the Throne of mighry Snglands King 
Yet Iohn your Lord, contented vnconteot, 

Will (as he may) fuftaine the heauy yoke 
Of preffing cares, that hang vpon a Crowne. 

My Lord of Pembreoke and Lord Salisbury, 

Admit the Lord Chattillion to our prefence ^ 

That we may know what Tkilip King of France 
(By his Ambaffadors) requires of vs. 

Q .JElinor, Dare lay my hand that Elinor can geffe 
Whereto this weighty Embaflade dothtend i r 
If of my nephew Arthur and his claime, 

Then fay ,my Sonne, I haue not mil/d my aime. 

Enter C hattillion and As e two Earles. 

A 1 Iohn 




The troublefome T^igne 

Iohn. My Lord Chattilten , welcome into England : 
How fares our brother Philip King of France ? 

Chut. His Highnefle at my comming was in health ' 
And will’d me to falute your Maieftie, 

And fay the meflage he hath giuen in charge. 

John. Andfpare not man, we are prepaioeto hearc. 

Chat. Thtlip, by the grace of God moft Chriftian King 
of France, hauing taken into his guardain Sc protection «r 
thttr D. of Brittains fonne and heire to Jeffery thine elder 
brother, requirethinthebchalfeofthefai Arthur, the 
Kingdome of England, with the Lordlhip of Ireland,? oit (r , • 
Amove ffor ante, Maine: and I attend thine anfwer. 

John. A fmall requeft : belike he makes account. 

That England, Ireland, Potters, Amove. Toraine^Mmne^ 

Are nothing fora King to giue at once : 

I wonder what he meancs to lea ue for me. 

Tell Philip, he may keepc his Lords at home, 

W ith greater honour than to fend them thus 
On Embaflades that not concerne himlelfe. 

Or if they did, would yteld but, fmall returns. 

Chat. 1 s this thine anfwer ? 

lob. It is, & too good an anfwer for Co proud a meffage,' 

C hat.- Then King of England, in my Matters name, 

And in Prince Arthur Duke oiEr.ttaines name, 

I doe defietheeas an enemie,. 

And wifii thee to prepare for bloody warres, 

Q^Elianor. My Lordf that ftands vpon defiance thus) 
Commend me to my nephew, tell the boy, 

That I Queens Elmer (]iis grandmother) 

Vpon :ny bk fling charge him leaue his Armcs, 

Whereto his headrftrong mother prickes him fo s : 

Her pride we know, and know her for a Dame 
That wiil not fticke to bring him to his end, 

So (lie may bring her felfe to rule a realme. 

Next,wiflvhim coforfake the King of France. . 

And come tome and to his Vncle here, 

And helhall want for nothing at our hands. . 

• Cha-p. 
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o f King John . 

In - j yvhi'pert the Earle of Sahf. tm the tore . 

£W eLvPkafe it your Maiefty,here is the ihriue of North- 
, ; Sre with certaine perfons that of late commit- 

uthaeffe for fpeciall caufe to hearc them . 

H S \Vill them come neere,& while we heare the caufe, 
Goe Salisbury and make prouifion, 

We meanewith fpeedto paffe the Sea to France, 

Say Shriue, what are thefe men, what haue rney done ? 

Or whereto tends the courfe of this appeale . 

U Bhrme Plcafe it your Maiefty .thefe two brethren vnna- 
turallv falling at odds about their fathers liumghaue bro- 
ken vour Hi&neffc peace . in fecldng to right their owne 
wrongs without courfe ofLaw,or order of lattice, and yn- 
lawfully aflembled tnemfelues in mutinous maner , hauing 
committed a riot appealing from triall in their county to 
vo-ir Highnes: and here I Thomas Negate ftiriue of Nor- 
thamptoriftiire doe del iuer them oner to their triall. 

John My Lord o(Sffex,m\\ th offenders to ftand forth* 

and tell the caufe of their quarrel!. 

Effex. Gentlemen, it is the Kings pleasure that you dif- 
cour your griefe, and doubt not but you fhall haue lattice, 
Phil Pleafe it your M. the wrong is mine : yet will I a- 
bide all wrongs, before 1 once open my mouth t’vmi ip the 
IViamefull fonder of my parents,the diflionor of my felfe, & 
the bad dealing of my brother in this Princely affembly. 

Rob. Then.bymy Prince his leaue. fnail fo&rrfpeake. 
And tell your Maiefty what right I haue 

To offer wrong, as he accounteth wrong. 

My father (not vnknowne vnto your Grace) 

Receiu’d his fpurres of Knighthood in the field. 







BOUNL' 




The troublefome %aigne 

At Tangly Richards hands m Taleftine, 

When as the walls of Aeon gaue him way : 

His name Sir Robert Fauconbrtdge of \Mountberv 
What by fucceflion from his Anceftors, J ° 

And warlike feruice vnder England: Arm es, 

Hisliuing did amount to at his death 
Two thoufand markes rcuenew euery ycares 
And this ( my Lord) I challenge for my right 
As lawfull heire to Robert Fauconbridge. * 

Ehil. If firfl-borne fonne be heire indnbitate 
Bycertaine right of England: auncient Law, 

How fhould my felfe make any other doubt. 

But I aui heire to Robert Fauconbridge f 

lob. Fond youth,totronbIe thefe our Princely cates 

0 r make a queftion in (o plaine a cafe .* * 

Speakers this man thine elder brother borne ? 

1 3?A tn ' L Iea L fe 1C 7 0t,rGrace with patience for to heare 

1 not deny but he mine elder is, » 

Mine elder brother too : yet in fuch fort. 

As he can make no title to the land. 

Ioh. A doubtfull tale as euer Idid heare. 

Thy brother, and thine elder, and no heire • 

Explaine his darke ^Enigma. 

Rob. I grant f i my Lord) he is my mothers fonne, 

Bafe borne, and bafebegot, no Fauconbnioe. 

Indeede the worldreputeshim lawfull heire. 

My father in his life did count him Co 
And heere my mother ftands to proue him Co : 
ijut 1 (my Lord) can prooue.and doe auerre 
Both to my mothers fliame,and his reproach. 

He is no hare, nor yet legitimate. 

Then (grarious Lord) let Fauconbridge enioy 
The lining that belongs to Fauconbridge. 

An I let not him poffefle anothers right. 

J nTr°°i^ th,s '. thelaHd is thine by England: laws. 

^ in ‘ Vngratious youth, to rip thy mothers fhame 
The wombe from whence thoudidft thy being take, * 

^ All 
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All honed cares abhorrethy wickedneffe, 

But cold I fee doth beate downe Natures law. 

Moth. My gratious Lord , and you thrice reuerend 
That fee the teares d jftilling from mine eies, Dame* 

And fealding fighes blowne from a rented heart : 

For honour and regard of womanhood, 

Let me entreate to be commaunded hence. 

Let not thefe eares heere receive the hilling found 
Of fuch a viper, who with poyfoned words 
Doth mafferate the bowels of my foule, 

Ioh. Lady , (land vp, be patient for a while : 

And fellow,fay,whofe baftard is thy brother ? 

Phil. Not for my felfe, nor for my mother now 5 , 

But for the honour of fo braue a man. 

Whom he accufeth with adulterie : 

Here I befeech your Grace vpon my knees, 

To count him mad, and fo difiniffe vs hence. 

Rob. Nor mad.nor maz’d, but well aduifed,! 

Charge thee before this royall prefence here 
To be a baftard to King Richard: felfe, 

Sonne to your Grace, and brother to your Maieftie. 

Thus bluntly, and 

Elian. Young-man, thou needft not be afhamed of thy x 
Nor of thy Sire. But forward with thy proofe. (kin, 

Rob. The proofe foplaine,the argument foftrong, x 
As that your HighnefTe and thefe noble Lords, 

And allfaue thofethat haueno eyes to fee) 

Shall fweare him to be baftard to the King. 

Firft.when my Father was Eirbaffadpur 
In vnto the Emperour, . 

The King lay often at my Fathers houfe ; 

And all the Realme fufpe&ed what befell •; 

And at my Fathers backe returne agen 
My Mother was deliuered, as tis fed, 

Sixe weekes before the account my Father made, 

B ut more then this ; looke but on Philip: face, 

His features, aftions, and his lineaments* 

And 5 



' The troublefome T^aigne 

And all this Princely prefence fliall confefle. 

He is no other but King Richards lonne. 

Then gratious Lords, reft he King Richards fonne 
And let me reftlafe in my fathers right, 

That am his rightfull fonne and onely heire. 

M. Is tliis thy proofe,and all thou haft to fay ? 

R°b. I haue no more, nor neede I greater proofe.' 

Job. Firft, where thou faidft in abfence of thy Sire 
My brother often lodged inhishoufe : 

And what of that ? bafegroome to flanderhim. 

That honoured his Embaflador fo much, 

In abfence of the man to cheere the wife ? 

This will not hold, proceed vnto the next. 

Thou faift flie teem'd fix weeks before her time 
Why good Sir Squire,are you fo cunning growen, ’ 

To make account of womens reckonings ? 

Spit in yoHr hand,and to your other proofes : 

Many mifehances happen in fuch affaires, 

T o make a woman come before her time. 

M. And where thoufaift,he looketh likethe King, 

In action, feature, and proportion : & 

Therein I hold with thee/or in my life 
I ncuer faw fo liuely counterfec 
Of Richard C or delion ,a$ in him. 

Robert. Then good my Lord, be you indifferent fudge, 
And let me haue my liuing and my right. 

QJR”. Nay,heare you fir, you runneaway too faffs 
Know you not, Qmne fimile non eft idem ? 

Or haue read in Harke yeegood Sir, 

1 was thus I warrant, and no otherwife, 

S| hee lay with Sir Robert your father, and thought vpon 
King Richard my fonne , and fo your brother was formed 
in this fafliion, , 

Robert. Madame, you wrong me thus to ieft it our. 

I crauemy right : King John, as thou art King, 

So be thou iuft, and let me haue my right. ° 

Ioh. Why (foolift boy ) thy proofes are friuolous, 

- Nor 
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Korcanft thou chalenge anything thereby. 

But thou flialt fee how I will helpe thy claimc : 

This is my doome, and this my doome fliall ftand 

Trrenocable,as I am King of England. 

For thou know’ll not,weele aske of them that know. 

His mother and himfelfe fliall end this ftritv : 

And as they fay,fo fliall thy liuing pafle. 

Robert. My Lord,herein I challenge you of wrong. 

To giue away my right, and put the doome 
Vntothemlelues. Can there be likelihood 
That (he will loofe? 

Or he will giue the liuing from himfelfe? 

It may not be my Lord. Why fliould it be ? 

John. Lords, keep him back,& lethim heare the doome. 
£jfex, firftaske the Mother thrice who was his Sire ? 

Rftex. Lady Margaret, 'widow of Faucoubndge, 

Who was Fatherto thy Sonne Philip ? 

Cfrfothcr. Pieafe it your Maiefty.Sir Rob: F auconlridge . 
Rob. Tliis is right, aske my fellow there if 1 be a thiefe. 
John. Aske Phihp whofe fonne he is. 

Rftcx. Philip , w ho was thy Father ? 

• Philip . Mas my Lord, and that’s a queftion : and you 
had not taken fome paines withher before , I fliould haue 
defired you to aske my Mother. 

John, Say, who was thy Father ? 

Philip. Faith (my Lord ) to anfwereyou, furehe’is.my 
father that was neereft my mother when I was begotten? 
and him I thinke to be Sir Robert Fmconlridgr. 

John. Eftex, for fafliions fake demand again®, 

And fo an end to this contention. 



Robert, Was euer man thus wrong’d as 'Robert is ? 
Eftex. Philip fpeake I fay, who was thy father ? 

John. Young man how now, what art thou in a trance ? 
Etianor. Thilip awake,tbe man is in a dreame. 

Philip. Pbt/ippH! at mit tdtte Regibus. 

Whit faiftthou Phihp, fp: upg ofauncient Jtuigs?, 
Q*\m:*-apittcmpeftasl -i k ■ • • •.• ; 

J B Wfat 




The troublefome ^Rajgne 

What windc ofhonour blowes this fury forrh ? 

Or whence proceedes thefs fumes of Maieftic ? 

Me thinkes I heare a hollow Eccho found. 

That Philip is the fonnevntea King : 

The whittling leaues vpon the trembling trees. 
Whittle in conlort lam Richards Tonne ; 

The bubling murmur of the waters fall. 

Records PbtFpptis Regius f.tius : 

Birds in their flight makemuficke with their wings, 
Filling the aire with glory of my birth : 

Birds, bubbles,leaues,andmountaines,Eccho,aU 
Ring in mine eares,that I am 'Richards Tonne. 

Fond man ! ah whither art thou carried ? 

How are thy thoughts y wrapt in Honours Heauen? 
Forgetful-! what thou art, and whence thou cam ft. 
Thy fathers lands cannot maintamethefe thoughts, 
Theft thoughts are farre vnfitting Fauconbridge ; 

And well they may ; for why this, mounting minde 
Doth foare too high to (loupe to Faucenbridge , 

Why how now ? knoweft thou where thou art ? 

And knoweft thou who experts thy anfwere here ? 
Wilt thou vpon a frariticke madding vainc 
Goe looft thy land, and (ay thy ftlfe baft borne ? 
No.kcepe rhy hnd,though Richard were thy Sire, 
What ere thou thinkft,fliy thou art F ' aticonbridge. . 
Iohn. Speake man,be fodaine.who thy father was, 
Phil. PIcafe it your Maieftie.Sir Robert, 

‘Phi lip, that Fmconbridge cleaucs to thy ia wes 5 
It will not out, I cannot for my life . 

Say I am lOnne vnto a Fauconbridge. 

Let land and lilting goe,tis honours fire 

That makes me fweareKing Richard was my Sire. . 

Bafe to a Kingaddes titles of more State, 

Than Knights begotten, though legitimate. . 

Fleafe it your Grace,Iam King Richards Sonne.. 

Robert Robert, reuiue thy heart, let fbrrow die, 

Ht$ faltring tongue not luffers him to lie.. 
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of Kmgfobn. 

^ What head-ftrong fury doth encfiantmyfonnc ? 
7 p h U Philip cannotrepent,forhe hath done. 
loh T hen Thilip blame not me,thy felfe haft loft 
By wiifulneffcthy Jmrng and thy land 
Art, thou art theheire ot Fauconbridge, 

God eiue thee ioy.greater titan thy defert. 

O Eli Why how now Philip, gxue away thine owne ? 
Hil. Madam, I am bold to make my felfe your nephew. 
The pooreft kinfman that your Highnefle hath : 

And with this Prouerbe gin the world anew, 
Helpehand$,Ihaue no lands, Honor is my defire ; _ 

Let Philip liue to (hew him felfe worthy' fo great a Sire. 

£li. Philip , I thinke thou knewft thy Grandams minde; 
But cheere thee boy, I will not fee thee want 
Aslong as Elinor hath footeofland 5 
Henceforth thou fltalnbe taken for my fonne. 

And waite on me and on thy V ncle heere, 

Who (hall giue Honour to thy noble minde. 

. Ioh. Philip kneeledowne, that thou maift throughly 
How much thy refolution pkafeth vs, (know” 

Rife vp Sir Richard Tlantaginet King Richards Sonne, 

Phil. Grant Heauens that Philip once may fltew him- 
Worthy the honour of Plant aginet, (felfe 

Or bafeft glory of a Baftards name. 

Ioh. Now Gentlemen, we will away to Francs, 

To checke the pride of Arthur and his mates : 

Ejfex, thou (lialt be Ruler of my Realme, 

And toward tlie maine charges of my warres. 

He ceazethe lafie Abbey lubbers lands 
Into my hands to pay my men ofwarre. 

The Pope and Popelings lhall not greafe themfeluej 
With gold and groates,thatare the Souldiersduc. 

Thus forward Lords, let our command be done^ 

And march we forward mightily to France. <£xeunt. 

Manet Philip and his Mother. 

Philip. Madame, I befeech you deigne meefb muchlea- 
furc as the hearing of a m atter that I long to impart to you 
B 2 Mother 



The troublefome %*}gne 

Mother. What’S the matter Philip l I thinke your f m ‘ 5 
in fccret, tends to Come money matter, which you fuppofe 
burnes in the bottom of my cheft. 

Phil. No Madam.it is no fuch fu it as to beg or borrow 
But fucli a fuit, as might fome other grant, 

1 would not now haue troubled you withall. 

Mother. A Gods name let vs heare it. 

Phil. Then Madam thus.your Ladifhip fees well, , 

How that my fcandall growes by meanes of you, 

In that report hath rumord vp anddowne, 

I am a baftard.and no Fattconbridge. 

Tins grofle attaint fo tilteth in my thoughts, 

Maintaining combat to abridge mine eafe. 

That field and towne,and company alone, 

What fo I doe, or wherefoere I am, 

I cannot chafe the flandcr from my thoughts# 

If it be true.refolue me of my fire. 

For pardon Madam,if I thinke amifle. 

Be Philip, Philip, and no Fanconbridge^ 

His father doubtlefle was as braue a man# 

To you on knees, as fouietimc Phaeton , 

Miftrafting filly 'JMerop for his fire, 

Straining a litle baflifull modelty, 

I beg fome inftance whence I am extraught. 

Moth. Yet more adbe to hall me to my gra«?, 

And wilt thou too become a mothers croffe ? 

Muft I accufe my felfe to clofe with you ? 

Slaunder my felfe, to quiet your effefls ? 

Thon moou’llme Philip with this idletalke, 

Which I remit, in hope this mood will die. 

Phil. Nay Lady mother, heare me further yet. 

For ftrong conceit driues dutie hetlce awhile : j 
Your husband Fauconbridge was father to that fonne, | 
That carries markes of Nature like the fire. 

The fonne that blotteth you with wedlockes breach, d 
And holds my right-, as lineall in defeent 
From him whole forme was figured in his face. 
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vr.nite fo diflemble in her frame,. 

one fo like « like may be, 

. L • c n0 character 

mjAeofnue defeent? ^ 

= mini is blfe.and too too dull, 

‘here 9>»j> M?* bis aUia* 

T°a” fc enema# graces that you newe, 

7nou»h I report it/ countei poifeuot mine : 

Required the chaste, and mine the feat offteele; 

Swhatiihe.orwhatamltohim? 

When any one that knoweth how to carpe. 

Will fcarcely judge vs both onecountrey borne. 

This Madam, this, hath droue me from my felfe : 

And hereby beauens erernall lainpes I fweare. 

As curfed Nero with his mother did. 

So I with you,if you refolue me not. 

Moth Let mothers teares quench out thy angers fire. 
And vre’e no further whatthou doell require. 

’ pM. Letfonnes intreaty fway the mother now. 

Or elfe fhee dies : He not infringe my row. 

Moth. Vnhappy taske : mull I recount my lhame. 

Blab my mifdeeds, or by concealing die ? 

Some power ftrike me fpeechlefie for a time. 

Or take from him awhile his hearing vfe. 

Why wifli I fo.vnhappy as I am » # 

The fault is mine, and he the faulty Iruit, 

I blufli, I faint, oh would l might be mute. 

Phil. Mother be briefe.I long to know my name, ^ 
Moth. And longing die, to fhroud thy mothers luamej 
Phil. Come Madam come, youneedenot befoloatn. 
The lhame is (hared equall twixt vs both. 

Id not a flackneffs in me, worthy blame. 

To be fo old , and cannot write my name. 

Good mother refolue me. 

Ulfoth. Then Philip heare thy fortune , and my griefc. 
My honours Ioffe by purchafe of thy felfe. 
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The troublefome %aigne 

My flume, thy name,and husbands fecret wrong, 

All roaimd and ftaind by youths vnruly fway. 

And when thou know’ft from whence thou art exrfauojw. 
Or ifthou knew ‘ft what fortes, what threats, what kzK * 
To moone by loue,or mnfraereby death. * '' 

To yeeld with k>ue,or endbv Ioucs contempt. 

The mightineffe of him that courted me, 

W ho tempered terror with his wanton ta Ike, 

That fomething may extenuate the guilt. 

But let it not aduantage me fo much : 

Vpraid me rather with tire Rornane dame. 

That thed her blood to wafli away her flume. 

Why ftand I to export ulate the crime 
With pro & centra, now the deed is done ? 

When to conclude two words may tell the tale. 

That Tbiltps father was a Princes lonne, 

Rich Englands rule, worlds onely terror he. 

For honours Ioffe left me with child of thee : 

Whole fonne thou art, then pardon me the rather,' 

For faire King Richard was thy noble Father. 

Phil. Then RohinFauconbride I wifk thee ioy. 

My fire a King, and! a landleffeboy. 

■' Gods lady mother, the world is in my debt. 

There’s fomething owing to TLwtaginct. 

I marry Sir, let me alone for game, 

He ad fome wonders now Ilcnow my name* 

By bleffed CWary lie not fell that pride 
For Englands wealth, and all die world befide. 

Sit 6ft the proudeft of my fathers foes. 

Away good mether,there the comfort goes. Sxeunt. 

£m<rvm\pthe French King, W Lewis, Limoges 
Conftance, and her fonne Arthur. 

King. Now gin we broach thetitle of thy ciaime, 1 
young Arthur in the Albion territories, * — 

Skating proud Anglers with a puiflant ftege : 

Braue 
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Braue Anftri* ,cvxit of C^delions death 
ncome to aide thee in thy warres ; 

And all our forces xoync for Arthurs righr. 

And but for caufes of great confluence, 

Pleading delay till newes from England come, 

Twice foouldnot Titan hide him in the Weft, 

To code the fet-locks of his weary teame. 

Till I had with aornrefifted Ihocke 
Controld the mannage of proud Anglers walls. 

Or made a forfet of my fame to Chaunce. 

(fonft* May be that [ohn in continence or iti icar<2 
To offer wrong where you impungnethe ill, 

Will (end foch calme conditions backe to France 3 
As (hall debate the edge of fearefull warres ; 

If fo, forbearance is a deede well done. , 

Arth. Ahmother,poffeffion ofa Crowneismucb r; 
And hhn as I haue heard reported of. 

For pretest vantage would aduenture far re. 

The world can witnefle.in his brothers time. 

He tooke rpon him rule, and almoft raigne j 
Then muft it follow as a dbubtfull point, 

That hee’l refigne the rule vnto his Nephew. 

I rather thinke the menace of the world 
Sounds in his eates,as threates of no efteeme. 

And fooner would he fcorne Suropa's power. 

Than loofe the fmalkft title he enioyes 
For queftionleffehe is an Englilhman. 

Ltrris, why, arc the Englifo peerekffe in compare 2 
Braue Caualiers as ere that Ifland bred, 

Haue liu’d, and dji’d. and dartf, and done enough. 

Yet neuer grac'd their country for the caule: 

England is England, yeelding gcod arid bad. 

And John of Engkiud is another Johns, ^ . 

Truftmeycung Arthur, if thou likemy teed,,' 

Praite thou the French that help-.' thee in th:^ need. 

Lymog. The, Efighflfoan hath lkrie<uufeltr©W§ 3 
To fpend gqoslfp.ecf^a on fo proud * &e* • 
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The troublefome T(ajgne 

Why tsfrthur here’s his (poyle that now is gone 
Who when he liu’d outrou’d his brother lohn ; * 

But haftie curres that lie Co long to catch, 

Come halting home.and mcete their ouer-match. 

But newes comes now, here's the Embafladour. 

Enter Chatttllion. f 

K. Phil. And in good time, welcome my Lord/TW 
What newes ? will lohn accord to our command ? L (L " 
Chat. Be l not briefe to tell your HighnefTeall, V * ' 
He will approach to interrupt my tale : 

For one felfe bottom e brought vs both to France. 

He on his part will trie the chance of warre 
And ifhis words inferre a(Tured truth, 

Will loofe himfelfe,and all his followers. 

Ere yeeld vnto the leaft of your demands. 

The Mother Queene fine taketh on amaine 
Gainft Lady C onflance, counting her the caufe 
That doth effcft this claime to Albion, 

Coniuring tsfribur with a Grandames care, 

T o leaue his Mother ; nulling Him fubmic 

His Hate to lohn and her protection, 1 - t 

Who (as fliee faith) are ftudjous for his good. 

More circumftance the feafon intercepts': 

This is the fumme, which briefly I haue fliowne. 

1C Phil. This bitter wind muft nib fome: bodies fpriiie' 
Sodaine and briefe. why fo, tis harucft weather. • S 

But fay Chattillion, what perfons of account are with hiffr 
Eng land, Earle P tmbrooke and Salisbmc, 
lhe.©nely noted men of any namei ‘ 

Next them, a baftard of the Kings deceaft, 

A hardy will* head, tough and venturous, 

;Vv ith many other men of high refolue. * 
i hen is there with them Elinor Mother Queene 
And Blanch d,er ^eece^ughter tothe KingofSpaine: 
Th; fe are sbtf pfftfce birds of this hot aduenrurc 

and hisfallowert, ^uene^a/lard, Earles, &e. 

K.PjiI. Me feemeth i $h»jx n ouer-daring (pirit 

" mas 



of Kfngfobn. 

Effefls feme frenfie in thy ralh approach, 

Treading my Confines with thy armed troupes, 

J rather lookt for feme fubmifle reply 
Touching the claime thy Nephew t Arthur makes 
To that which thou vniuftly doft vfurpe. 

I K. John, For that Chattillion can difeharge you all, 

I lilt not pleadc my Title with my tongue. 

Nor came I hither with intent of wrong 
To Prance, or thee, or any right ofthine; 

But in defence and purchafe of my right. 

The towne of isfngiers : which thou doft begpt 
In the bchalfe of Lady Conjlance fonne. 

Whereto nor he, nor fhe,can lay iuft claime. 

Conjlance , Yes( falfe intruder) if that iuft be iuft. 

And head-ftrong vfurpation put apart, 

Arthur my fonne, heire to thy elder brother. 

Without ambiguous fliadow of difeent, 

Is Soueraigne to the fubftance thou withholdft. 

Q. Elin. Mifgouerndgoflip, ftaine to this refbrt, 
OccafioH ofthefevndecided iarres, 

1 fay (that know) to checke thy vaine luppofe. 

Thy fonne hath nought to doe with that he claimes. 

For proofe whereof I can inferre a Will, 

Thatbarres the way he vrgeth by difeent, 

Con. A Will indeed,a crabbed womans will. 

Wherein the diuell is an ouerfeer, 

. And proud dame Elinor (ole Executrefle : 

More wills than fo, on perill of my foule, 

Wcre.neuer made-to hinder Arthurs right. 

Arthur, But fay there was, as fure there can be none. 

The Law intends fiich teftaments as void. 

Where right difeent can no way be impeaefit, 

Q f.Ln.' Peace Arthur peace . thy mother mak«s thee 
jo (oarc :with perill after Icarus, (wings 

And truft me yongling for thy fathes fake, 

1 pity much the hazard of thy youth. 

C 0Ylt Befhrew you eifehovr pittiful! voiiarc, 

C ” Ready 
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The troublefome Taigne 

Realty to weepe to hcare him aske his owne ? 

Sorrow betide fuch Grandames and fuch griefe, 

That mitiifter a poy fon for pure loue. 

But who.fo blind, as cannot fee this beanie. 

That you forfooth would keepcyour coufin downe,. 

For fearehis mother fliouldbe vs’d too well ? 

I there’s the griefe, cotifufion catch the braine. 

That hammers ihiftes to flop a Princes raigne, 

O. Elian. Impatient, franticke, common flanderer, 
Itximodeft dame.vnnurtur’d quarreller, . 

] tell thee I not enuy to thy fonne. 

But iuftice niakes me fpeake as l hauedonc. 

K.Phil But here’s no p; oofe that fliews your fon a king, 
AT. /.What wants, my fword (hall more at large fetdown 
Lew But that may breake before the truth be known-. 
Bafi. Then this may hold till ail his right be (howne, 
Ljm. Good words fir fauce, your betters are in place, 
Safi. Not you fir doubty,with your Lyons cafe, 
"Blanch. Ah ioy betide his fotile, to whom that fpoyle 
Ah Richard, how thy glory here is wrong’d, (belong’d: 
Ljm Me thinkes.that Richards pride and Richards fall, 
Should be a prefident t’affiight you all, > . 

Bafl. What words are thefe?how doemy fine ws (hake? : 
My fathers foe clad in my fathers fpoyle,. . 

A thoufatid Curies kindle with reuenge. 

This heart that choller keepes a co ififlorie, 

Searing my inwards with a brand of hate % : 

How doth /lie tio whifper in mine-cares ? 

Delay not Philip, kill the villaine ftraighr, 

Ditfobe him of the matchleffe monument 
Thy fathers triumph ore die Sauages, 

Bafe heardgroom, coward, pcafant, worfe than a threfliing 
flaue,-. 

What rtiak’ft thou with the Trophie ofa Xing ? 

Sham’ft thou not.coyftrell, loathfome dunghill fwad, 

To grace thy carkafie with an ornament 
Too pretious for a Monarkes coucrture ? 

Scaree 
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of King Iohn. 

„ ,, n r temper due obedience 
ScJrCC Lnrefenceof my Soueraigne, 

7 on aa£g outrage on this trunke of hate: 

J r thee tray tor, wronger of renowne, 

SjXbisfoalc Ifweare.my Fathers foule, 

?;f£S«Tro P heef r .hybaefc, 

(blit thy heart for wearing itfolong. 

Skh r»ome,and if it b, not done, 

” „ rK , world repute me Richards fonne. 

Le: , n ° Nay foft fir baitard, hearts are not fpilt fo foone, 

T et them reioyce that at the end doe win: 

And take this leffon at thy foe-mans hand, 

*Z*%3 may^ie world fpeak of his knightly valour, 
That wins this hide to weare a Ladies fauour. 

Bafi. Ill may 1 thriue, and nothing brooke with me, , 
Iflhortly I prefent it not to thee. _ , . 

KiPbil. Lordings forbeare,for time is comming fail. 
That deeds may trie what words cannot determine. 

And to the purpofe for the caufe youcome. 

Me feemes you fet right in chance of warre, 

Yeelding no other reafons for your claime. 

But fo and fo, becaule it fhall be fo. 

So wrong (hall be fubornd by truft offtrength: 

A tyrants pra&iceto ioueft himfelfe. 

Where -weake refiftance gineth wrong the way. 

To c’necke the which, in holy lawfull armes, 

I, in the right of Arthur, (Jeffreys fonne, 

Am come beforethis City of Angiers, 

To barreall other fal(e fuppofed claime. 

From wfaence,or howfoere the error fprings. 

And in his quarrell on my Princely word, 

He fight itout vnto the latcll man* 

John. Know King of France, I will not bee commanded 
By any power or Prince in Chriftendome, 

T 0 yeeld an inftance how I hold mine ownc, 

. ;Wnrl> 




The troublejome 'Raigne 

More than to an{Vere,that mine owne is mine. 

But wilt thou fee me parley with the Towns, 

And heare them offer me allegance, 

Fealtie and homagers true liegemen ought,. . 

K.Phil. Summon them, I will riot btlecue it tiii I fee it 
and when I fee it,Ile foone change it. * " 

They fumwon the T owne , the fitizens appears 
vpon the walls ♦ 

K. [oh. You men of Anglers*, and as I take it my loyal! ' 
fubieds, I haue fummoned you to the walls : to difpute on 
my right,were to thinke you doubtfull therein, which I atn 
pervaded you are not. In fewe words our brothers forme 
backt with the King of France , haue beleagred your towne 
vpon a falfe pretended title to thefame:in defence whereof 
I your liege Lord haue brought our power to fenecyon 
from tire Vfurper, to free your intended feruitude.andvt- 
terly to lupplant the foemen , to my right and your reft. 
Say then ; who keeps you the towne for ? 

fitz. For our lawfull King. 

I oh. I was no ltffe perfwaded: then in Gods nameopen 
your gates and let me enter. 

C lt And it pleafe your Highnefle we controll not your 
title, neither will we rafhly admit your entrance if you be 
lawfull King, with all obedience we keepe it to your vfe, if 
not King, our raflines to be impeached for yeelding, with- 
out more confiderate trial 1 : weeanfwere not as men law- 
kffebut to thebehoofe of him that prooues lawfull. 

7oh, I (hall not come in then ? 

Cf- NomyLord.tillweknowmore. 

K. Thil. Then hcare me fpeake in the behalfe of Arthur 
fon of lefery , elder brother to Iohn, his title manifeft, with- 
out contradi<ftion,to the crowne & kingdome of England, 
with Angiers,& dj'uers towneson this fide the fea: will you 
acknowledge him your Liege Lord, who fpeaketh in my 
word, to entertain you with all fauors,asbefeemetha King 
to his Suhiefts.or a friend to his welwillersror ftand to the 
peril of your cotempt, whe his title is proued by the fword. 

Citktn 



of Kfng John. 

r Weanfwere as before , till you haueprooued ©ne 
• % we acknowledge none right, he that tries himfdfer 
r *^ Soueraigne.to him will we remaine firme (ubieds, and 
® ur ,' ia1 anc fi n his right we hold our towne , as defirous to 
l°ow the truth.as lothto fubferibe before we know : more 
than this we cannot fay,& more than this we dare not doe. 

jr pyi Then John I defie thee, in the name and behalfe 
of Arthur Plant agtnet , thy King and Coufen, whofe right 
and patrimony thon detained, as I doubt not, ere the day 
end in a fet battell make thee confefle * whereunto, with a 

zeale to right, I challenge thee. 

K.hhn, I accept thy challenge, and turne the defiance 
to thy throat. 



Txcu rfions. The Baftard chafeth LymOgestta Auftrich 
T)uke ) astd maketh him leans the Lyons ski n ‘ 

Befi. And art thou gone misfortune haunt thy fteps. 
And chill cold feare afiaile thy times of reft. 
jMorpbtus leaue here thy filent Eban caue, 

Befiege his thoughts with difmall fantafies, 

Andghaftly obieds ofpalethreatningc Mors. 

Affright him eucry minute with ftearne lookes, , 

Let fhadow temper terror in his thoughts. 

And let the terror make the coward mad. 

And in hismadneffe let him feare purfuit, . 

And fo in frenfie let the peafant die. 

Here is the ranfbme that allaies his rage, 

The firft freehold that 7{ichard let his fonne •; 

With which I fliall furprife his liuing foes, 

As HeBors ftaturedid the fainting Greekes. Exit* 

Enter the Kings Her aulas with Trumpets to the walls 
e/Angiers ; they fummonthe Towne. 

Eng. Her. Iohn by the grace of God King of England, 
Lord of Ireland, Aniow, Toraine, &c. demandeth once a- 
gaine of you his fiibieds of Angiers,if you will quietly fur-, 
render vp the towne into his hands ? 

Cj 



Fr Her. 




The troublefowe%aigne 

Tr. He rat’d. Phihpby the grace of God King of France, 
demandeth in the behalfe of Arthur Duke of Britt aine , if 
you will furrendervp the towne into his hands, to the vfe 
of the fa id Arthur. 

Ctnzsrs. Heralds goe tell the two vi&onous Princes, 
that we the poore inhabitants of Angiers, require a parley 
of their Maiefties. 

Heralds, We goe. 

Enter the Kings, Queene Elianor, 'Blanchy'Bafiard, Lynx, 
get , Lewis, Cafttlean, Pembroke, Salisburj, Conftance^vd 
Arthur Dukeof Brittaine. 
lehn. Herald what anfwer doc the Townefmen fend? 
phihp. Will cAfvgiertyeeU to Thihp King of France? 
Eng. Her. The Townefmen on the walls accept ycur 
Tr Her. And craue a parley ofyour Maiefty. (Grace? 
John. You Citizens of Angiers, haue your eyes 
Beheld the {laughter that our Englifli bowes 
Haue made vpon the coward fraudfull French?^ 

And haue you wifely pondred therewithall » 

Your gaine in yecldingto the Englifh King? 

Th>l Their Ioffe in yeelding to the Englifli King. 

But lehn they faw from out their higheft Towers 
7 he Cheualiers of France and croffe- bow {hot 
Make lanes of flaughtered bodies through thine hoaft, 
And are refolu’d to yeeld to Arthurs right. 

lehn. Why Philip ’though thou bran’ft it fore the walks, 
Thy confcienee knowes that Tohnhixh won the field. 

ThU. What ere my confidence knowes, thy Army feeks 
That Phihp had the better of the'day. 

Baflard. Philp indeed hath got the Lyons cafe, 
Whiclvheere hee holds to Limoges difgrace. 

Bafe Duke to five and leaue fuch fpoyles behind ; 

But this thou knewft of force tomake rr.c flay. 

It fai’d with thee as with the Mariner, 

Spying the bogie Whale, whofe monftrousbulke 
Doth beare the wanes like mountainesfore the winds* 
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of King John. 

•That tfrowes out einptie veffels,fo to ftay 
. miiiie the fliip doth fade away* 

To weare the fame as earft thy father did . 

Therewith receiue this fauour at my hands, 

T’encourage thee to follow %khards fame. 

Arth. Ye Citizens of Angiers are ye mute . 

Arthur or lohnf ay which flvall be your King - 
Citz. We care not which,if once we knew the righ 

But till we know,we will not yeeld our right. 

Ball. Might Philip counfell two fa mighty Kings, 

As are the Kings of England, and of France, 

He would aduife your Graces to vnite 
And knit yourforces ’gainfl thefe Citizens, 

Pulling their battred wals about their eares. 

The Towne once wonne,then ftriue about the clairae. 

For they are minded to delude you both. 

Citi. Kings, Princes, Lords, and Knights affemble here 3 - > 
The Citizens of Angiers all by me ■ 

Entreate your Maieftie to heare them fpeake : 

And as you like the motion they fhall make. 

So to account and follow their aduice. • 
lob. Phihp fpeake on,wegiuc thee leaue. 

Cut,. Then thus : whereas the young and lufly Knight 
Incites you on to knit your Kingly flrengths : 

1 he mot ion cannot chafe but pleafe the good, . 

And fuch as loue the quiet ofthe State, 

But how my Lords,how (hould’your ftrengths be knit ?• ■ 
Not to oppreffe your fubiefts and your friends, 

An 1 fill the worli'witb brawlesand mutinies ; • 

Bat v.ito peace your forces fliould be knic 
I oluie in Princely league and amicie ; > 

Dog 





The troublefome c Raigne 

Doe this, the gates of Angiers fhall giue wzy s 
And ftand wide open to your hearts content. 

To make this peace a lafting bond of {cue, 

Remaines one onely honourable meanes , 

Which by your pardon I fhall here difplay. 

Lewis the Dolphin,and theheire of France* 

A man of noted valour through the world. 

Is yet vnmarried : let him take to wife 
The beautious daughter of the King of Spaine, 

Neece to King lohn, the louely Lady Blanch , 

Begotten on his lifter Elinor. 

With her in marriage will her Vnkle giue 
Cattles and Towers,as fitteth fuch a match. 

The King thus ioynd in league of perfect lone. 

They may fo deale with Arthur Duke of Britaine, 

Who is but young, and yet vnmeet to raigne. 

As he fliall ftand contented euery way* 

T hus haue I boldly (for the common good) 

Deliuered wJiat the Citiegaue in charge. 

And as vpon condition you agree. 

So fhall we ftand content to yeeld theTowne. 

lArtb. A proper peace, if fuch a motion hold ; 

Thefe King’s bcarearmes for me.,and for my right. 

And they fhall (hare my lands to make them friends. 

j9. Elm. Sonne L«hn, follow this motion, as thou loueft 
thy mother. 

Make league with Philip, yeeld to any thing .* 

Lewis fliall haue my Neece.and then be fure 
Arthur fliall haue fmall fuccour outof France. 

Iohn. Brother of France, yon heare the Citizens: 
Then tell me how you meanetodeale herein. 

Conti. Wh vjohn, what cnnft thou giue vnto thy Neece, 
That haft no foote of land, but zsfrtburs right l 
Lew. Bir lady Citizens, I like your choyce, 

A louely damfell is the Lady Blanch , 

Worthy the hereof Europe for her pheere. 

C 0H fi' W hat Kings,why ftand you gazing in a trance ? 

Why 
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of Kfngfohn. 

«/hv h ©w nour Lords ? accurfed Citizens 

To fill and tickle their ambitious eares, 

vuith hope of gaine,that fpringsfrom Arthurs lofTe. 

Save difmall Planet at thy birth day raign’d. 

For now I fee the fall of all thy hopes. 

K. Phil. Lady, and Duke of Brittaine, know you both. 
The King of France refpe&s his honour more. 

Then to betray.his friends and fauourers. 

PrincefTe ofSpaine,cou!d you affed my fonne. 

If we vpon condition could agree ? 

•Baft. S wounds Madam, take an Englifh Gentleman ? 
Slaue as I was, I thought to haue moou’d the match. 
Grandame you made me halfe a promife once. 

That Lady Blanch fbould bring me wealth enough. 

And make me heire of ftore of Englifh land. 

^ Elinor, Peace Philip, I will looke thee out a wife, 
Wemiift with policy compound this ftrife. 

Baft. If Ltwis get her, well, I fay no more: 

But let the frolickc Frenchman take no fcorne, 

'Philip front him with an Englifh home. 

Iohn, Lady, what anfwermakeyouto the K. of France? 
Can you the Dolphin for your Lord ? 

Blanch. I thanke the King that likes of me fo well. 

To make me Bride vnto fo great a Prince : 

But giue me leaue my Lord to paufe on this, 

Leaft being to© too forward in the caufe. 

If may be blemifh to my modeftie. 

QEltn. Sonne /o«»,,and worthy r Philip K of France, 
Doe you conferre a while about the Dower, 

And 1 will fchoole my modeft Neece fo well. 

That ilie fliall yeeld as foone as you haue done. 

Cm I,there’s the wretch that brocheth all this ill, 

W hy file 1 not vpon the Beldams face. 

And with my nailes pull forth her hatefull eyes, 

Arthur Sweet mother ceafethefe hafty madding fits : 
w my fake, let my Grandam haue her will, 
would flic with her hands pull forth my heart, 



I 



The troubtejome %ajgne 

I could affoord it to appeafe thefe broyles. 

But (mother) let vs wifely winkc at all,’ 

Leaft farther harmcs enfue our haftie fpeech. 

Thil. Brother of England, what Dowrie wilt though 
Vnto mv fonne in marriage with thy Neeee ? 

tabu' Firft Phtlipkmwcs her dowrie out of Spaine, 
To be fo great as may content a King ; 

But more to mend and amplifie the fame, . 

I o-iue in money thirtie thoufand markes. 

For land I leaue it to thine owne demaund. 

‘Fbil. Then I demaund Volqttejfon, Torai»^Mai» 3 
Peiters and eAfniow, thefe fine Prouinces, 

Which thou as King of England holdftin France : 

Then (hall our peace be foone concluded on. 

Baft. No lefle then fiue fuch Prouinces at once ? 
lob. Mother what (hall I do? my brother gotthefc land? 
With much eftufion of our Engliflr blood : 

And (hall 1 giue it all away at once > 

O.Elin- lebrt giue it him.fo (halt thou hue id peace, 
Atid'keepe the refidue fans ieopardie. 

John. Philip , bring forth thy fonne.here is my neece, 
And here in marriage 1 doe giue with, her 
From me and my fucceffors Englifli Kings, 

Volqueft™, Peiters-y A now, Tor din. Main , 

. And thirtie thoufand markes of ftipend coyne. 

’ Now Citizens ,how like you ofthis match? 

C,tiz. Wc ioy to fee fo fweete a peace begun. 

Ltw. Lems with Blanche lalleuer liue content. 

But now King fohn,w hat fay- you to the Duke ? 

Father, Ipeake as you may in his behalfe. 

Phil. K. Mw,be good vnto thy Nephew here, 
And.giae him fomewhat that (hail pleafe you beft. 

loin Arth «r, although- thou troubled: Englands peacf) 
Yet here I giue thee B'rittaine for thine owne; 
Together with the Earledome of Richmont, 

And this rich Cirie of Angiers withal!. . 



vi -i 

n ?Un. And ifthoufeeke to pleafe thinevndc Johns 
c fonne how I will make of thee, 

S ° r L Koweucry thing is forted to this end. 

T ! f* n there prepare the marriage rites, 

,j isma Chappell prefently 

Sfb=p«f»™ ed erc ,hi! p,cf T! f *• Sxa ""' 

Sh P M*nent finjla*ce and Arthur. 

Art Madam good cheer, thefe droupinglangaiflimcnt* 
Adde no rcdrefTc to falue our aukward haps, 

Ifheauens haue concluded thefe euents. 

To fmallauailcis bitter penfmenerte: 

Seafons will change, and fo our prefent grecte 
Mav change with them, and all to our reliefe. 

Ah boy, thy yeares 1 fee are farretoo grecnc 

Toiooke into the bottome of thefe cares. 

But I.who fee thepoyfetbat weigheth downe 
Thv weale,my wi(h,and all the willing mcanet 
Wherewith thy fortune and thy fame ilmuld mount, 
Whatioy, what cafe, what reft can lodgcm me. 

With whom all hope and hap doc difagrec? 

Arth. Yet Ladies teares, and cares, and folemn lhewes. 
Rather then hclpcs,heape vp more workefor woes. 

fafl, if any. power will heart a widowes plaint. 

That from a wounded foule implores reuenge; 

Send fell contagion to infett this clime. 

This curfed countrey, where thetray tors breath, 
Whofcperiurie (as proud Briarsns,') 

Beleaguers all the Sky c with mif-bclcefc. 

He promift Arthur ,and he fware it too, 

To fence thy right,and check thy foe-mans pride • 

But now black-fpotted Periure as he is. 

He takes a truce with Elnors damned brat. 

And marries Lewis to her louely Neece, 

Sharing thy fortune and tby birth.dayes gift 
Betwecne thefe Louers: illbetidethe match. 

And as they fhoulder thee from out thine ©wn, 

And triumph in a widdowes fearefull cares: 

\ Da S® 
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The troublcfome Tgjgne 

So heau’ns crofle them with a thriftlefle courle 8 
Is all the bloud y fpilt on either part, 

Clofing thecraniesofthe thirfty earth, 

Growne to a- lone-game and a Bridall feaft? 

And mnft thy birthright bid the wedding banes? 

Poore helplefle boy,hopelefle and helplefle too. 

To who m misfortune feemes no yoake at all. 

Thy ftay,thyftate,thy imminent mifliaps 
Woundeth thy mothers thoughts with feeling care 
Why lookft thou pale, the colour flies thy face: * 

I trouble now the fountaine of thy youth, 

And make it muddie with my doles difcourfe, . 

'Goe in with me,replie not louely boy. 

We muft obfcure this moane with melodie, 

Leaft worfer wrack enfue our male- content. Extm,$ 

Enter the King of England, the King of France, Arthur 
'Bafl.trd, Lewis-, Lymoges , finftance, ’Blam& 3 ^'battilim t 
Ptmbroak*. Salisbury ,and Elinor., 

Iohu, This is the day, the long-defired day, 

Wherein the Realties of England and of France 
Stand highly blefled lira- faffing peace. 

Thrice happy is the Bridegroome and the Bride, 

From whofe fweet Bridall fuch a concord fprings. 

To make of mortallfoes immortall friends. 

Confl. Vngodly peace made by anothers warre. 

Phil. V nhappy peace,that ties thee from reuenge, 
Rouze thee PUntaginet , liue not to lee 
The butcher of the great Plmaginet. 

Kings, Princes and yee Peeres of either Realms, 

Pardon my rafhncfle, and forgiue the zeale 
That carries me in fury to a deede 
Of high defert, of honour and ofarmes. 

A beone (O Kings) a boone doth^Phi/ip begge 
Proftrate vponhis knee; which knee (hall cleaue 
Vnto the fiiperfiqes of the earth, 

Till France and England grant this glorious boone, ' 

ItlilU 




of King Iohn. 

TihH Speake Philip, England grants thee thy requeft. 
vhtl And France confirmes what ere is in his power. 
r s J Then Duke fit faft,I lcuell at thy head, 

Too bate a ranfome for my fathers life. 

Princes, I craue the combate with the Duke 
That braues it in difhonour of my fire . 
vour wordsare paft, norcan you now reuerfe 
The Princely promife that reuiues my foulc. 

Whereat me thinkes I fee his finewes fliake: 

This is the boone (dread Lords) which granted once, , 

Or life or death are pleafant to my foule ; 

Since Ifhall liue and dye in Kjchards right. 

Lym. Bafe baftard, misbegotten of a King, 

To interrupt thefe holy nuptiall rites 

With brawles and tumults to a Dukes difgrace} 

Let itfuffice,Ifcorne to i®yne in fight, 

With one fo farre vnequall to my felfe. 

Saji. A fine excufe, Kings if you will be Kings, 

Then keepe your words, and let vs combate it. 

Iohn. Philip wee cannot force the Duke to fight. 

Being a fubieft vnto neither Realme: 

Bur tell me y4»/?ri*,ifanEnglifh Duke, 

Should dare thee thus,wouldft thou accept the challenge? ; 

Lym. Elfe let the world account the Auftrich Duke 
The greateftcoward liuing on the earth. 

lolm. Then cheere thee Philip, Iohn will keep his word, 
Kneele downe,in fight of PhilipKing of France, 

And all thefe Princely Lords alfembled heerc, 

I gird thee with the (word of Normandie, 

And of that Land I doe inueft thee Dukes 
So (halt thou be in liuing and in land 
Nothing inferior vnto Audi ia. 

Lym. K. Iohn, I tell thee flatly to thy face, 

Thou wrongft mine honour: and that thou mayli fee 
How much I fcorne thy new made Duke and thee, 
i flatly fay ; I will not be compeld: 

And fo farewell fir Duke of low degree, 

D 3 He 
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The troublefome T^aigne 

lie finde a time to match you for this geare. Exit', 
John. Stay Philip, let him goe.thc honour** thine. 

'Baft. { cannot liue vnlefTe his life bee mine. 

" QEha , Thy ferwardnes this day hath iey’d my f 0ll | e 
And made me thin Ice my Richard lines in thee. 

K .Phil. Lordings let’s in, and fpend the wedding day 

In tnaskes and triumphes getting quarrels ceafci 1 

. a. 

, Enter a (fardinallfrom 'Rome* 

Car, Stay King of France, I charge thee ioyn not hands 
With him that ftands accurft of God and men. 

Know I ohn,t\u.t I Eandttlph Cardinall ofMillaise, and 
Legate of the Sea ©fRome, demand of thee in the name 
of oar holy Father thePope Innocent, why thou do’ft 
(contrary to thelawcs ©four holy Mother the Church 
and our holy Father thePope, difturbe the quiet of the 
Church, and difanull the eleftion (of Stephen Laughton 
■ whom his Holinefle hath cleft ed Arch-bifhop of Can! 
terbury; this in his HolinefTe name Idemand of thee ? 

I oh. And what haft thou or the Pope thy mafter to do;ta 
demaud ofmehow I imploy mine ®wne? ; Know fir Prieft, 
as I honour the Church and holy Churchmen, fo I fcorne 
to be fubieft to the greateft Prelate in the world. Tell thy 
mafter fo from me, and Cay John ofEngland faidit,thatne- 
uer an Italian Prieft of them al 3 flnal either haiie ty the,tole, 
or Polling peny out of England; but as lam King, fo will I 
raigne next vnder God,fupreame head both ouer Ipiritual 
and temporal! :and he that contradifts me in this. He make 
him hop headlefle. 

K.Phil. What K. lohn, know you what you fay, thus to 
blafphemc againfl our holy father the Pope ? 

lob. rhilp, though thou and all the Princes of Chri- 
ltendome fuffer them felues to bee abus’d by a Prelatesfla- 
' uer y, my minde is not of fuch bale temper. Ifthe Pope will 
bee King of England,let him win it with the fword,I know 
no ocher title he can alleadge to mine inheritance. 

Card. lohn, this is thine anfwer? 
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of King lohn. 

ft 'then I ™J«M* of Legate from the A- 

n likeSea doe in thename of Saint Peter and his fuc- 
P rtS our holy Father Pope Innocent , pronounce thee ac. 

curfed , difchargingcueryofthyfubieftsof alldutieand 

r o So that they doe owe to thee, and pardon and forgiue- 
f of firine to thofe or them whatfoeuer, which (hall car- 

^rmes againft thee, or murder thee : This I pronounce, 
and charge all good men to abhorre thee as anexcommu- 

mC roh P So firl«he more the Foxe is curs’d the better a fares: 
if-God blefle me and my Land, let the Pope and his Ihaue- 
liogs curfeand fpare not. 

Card. Furthermore,! charge thee PbthpXjjC France, and 
all the Kings and Princes of Chriftendome,tomake warre 
vpon this mifereant: and whereas thou haft made a league 
with him, and confirmed it by oath, I doe in the name of 
ourforefaid father the Pope, acquit thee of that oath, as 
vnlawfull , being made with an Hereticke ; how faift thou 
Philip, do’b thou ©bey ? 

lob. Brother of France,what fay you to the Cardinall ? 
SPhil. I fay,I am faery for your Maieftie,requcfting you 
to fubmit your felfe to the Church of Rome. 

I oh. And what fay you to our league, if Ido not fubmit? 
Phil. What (hould 1 fay ? I muft obey the Pope. 
lob. Obey the Pope, and breake your oath to God: • 
Phil. The Legate hath abfolu’d me of mine oath; 

Then yeeldtoRome,or I defie thee here. 

I ok. Why 'Philip, 1 defie the Pope and thee, 

Falfe as thou art.and periur’d King of France, 

Vn worthy man to be accounted King. 

Giu’ft thou thy fword into a Prelates hands : 

Pandulpb, where i of Abbots Monkes,and Friers 
Hauc taken (bmewhat to maintains my warr* 5 
Now will I take no morebut all they haue. 

I1C rouze the lazie lubbers -from rhdr cels. 

And in defpight ilefenithem tothe Pope, - . 






The troublefome Tfiigne 

Mother come you with me, and forthereft 
7 hat will not follow lohn in this attempt, 

Con&fion light vpon their damned foules. 

Come Lords, fight for your K that fighteth for your good 
Phil. And are they gone ? Pundulph thy felfe (hall fee. 
How France will fight for Rome and Romilli rites. "* 
Nobles to armes,let him not pafle the leas, 

Let’s cake him caprine, and in triumph lead 
T he King of England to the gates of Rome. 

Arthur Beftirre thee man, and thou finale fee. 

What Philip. King of France will doe for thee. 

Blanch. And will your Grace vpon your wedding day 
Forfake your bride, and follow dreadfull drums ? 

Nay, good my Lord, ftay you at home with me. 

Lew. Sweet heart content thee, and we ihall agree. 
Thil. Follow my Lords, Lord Cardinal! Ieadethe way, 
Drums (hall berauficke to this wedding day. Exeunt » 

Excursions. The Baftardpurfaes Auftria, and 
ktls him. 

Baft. Thus hath K. Richards fon perform’d his vowes, 
And offred Auftria’s blood for lacrifice 
V nto his fathers euerliuing foule. 

Braue Csrdelionjiow my heart doth lay, 

I haue deferu'd, though not to be thine heire. 

Yet as I am, thy bafe begotten fonne, 

A name as pleafing to thy Philips heart, 

As to be cald the Duke ofNormandy. 

Lie there a prey to euery rauning fowle % 

And as my father triumpht in thy Ipoyles, ' 

And trode thine enfignes vnderneath his feet, 

' So doe I tread vpon thy curled felfe. 

And leaue thy body to the fowles for food. Exit. 

Excurftcns. Arthur, Conftance .Lewis, hauing taken 

Q. Elinor pr if oner. farms 

{onft. Thus hath the God of Kings with conquering 

Dilpearit 



of Kjngloh 



bn. 



nifoearft the foes to true fucceflion, 

SSL and diflurber of thy Countries peace. 

Conduce doth liuc to tame thine infolence. 

And on thy head will now auenged be . 
pm all the mifehiefs hatched m thy brame. 

0, Elinor , Contemptuous Dame, vnreuerent Dutches 

"thou. 

To braue fo great a Queene a .s Elinor, 

Bafefcold haft thou forgot,that I was wife 
And mother to three mighty Englilh Kings ? 

I charge thee then,and you forfooth fir boy. 

To fet your Grandmother at liberty. 

And yeeld to lohn your Vncle and your King. 

Conft- T J is not thy wordsproud Queene fliall carry it. 
gtin. Nor yet thythreates proud dame fliall daunt my 
mind. 

Arth. Sweete Grandame, and good mother leaue theft: 
bratiles. 

Elin. lie find a time to triumph in thy fall. 

Conft. My time is now to triumph in thy fall. 

And thou llialt know that Conttance wil triumph. 

Arth. Good mother, weigh it is Queene Elinor , 

Though Hie be captiue.vfe her like her felfe. 

Sweet Grandame beare with what my Mother layes. 

Your Highneffe fliall be vfed honourably. 

Enter a mejfenger. 

Meff. Lewis my Lord, Duke tsfrtkur^nd the reft, - 
Toarmes in haft, King /«/»relieueshis men, 

And ginnes the fight a frefli : and fweares withall 
To loofe his life,or fet his mother free. 

Lewis. Arthur away, t’is time to looke about. 

Elm. Why how now dame, what is your courage coold. 
Conft. No Elinor, my courage gathers ftrength, 

And hopes to leade both lohn and thee as flaues : 

And in that hope, I hale thee, to the field. Exemt. 

E Etecurftons. 
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*£he troublesome r Rajgne 

Excurfons. Elinor U refcued by Iohn , and Arthur it 
taken prifintr. Exeunt. Sound vtttory. 

Enter Iohn,Elinor,W Artliur/>nY£>wr,Baftard t Pem- 
brooke, Salisbury, W Hubert cie Burgh, 

John, Thus right triumphs, and John triumphs in. right.; 
Arthur thou fecft,F ranee cannot bolder thee : 

Thy mothers pride hath brought thee to this fall. 

But if at laft Nephew thou yeeld thy feife 
I nto the guardance of thine V ncle Iohn, 

Thou fiialt be vfed asbecomes a Prince. 

Arthur. Vncle, my grandametaught her Nephew this, 1 
To beare captiuitie with patience. 

Might hath preuail’d,not right, for I am King 
Of England, though thou weare the Diademe. 

j0. Elm. Sonn tfohn, foone (hall we teach him to forget 
Tilde proud, prefumptions, and to know himfelft. 

I oh. Mother , he neuer will forget his claime, 

I would he liu’d not to rememberic. 

But leaning this, we will to England now, 

And takefome order with our Popelings there, 

That (well with pride and fat of lay mens lands. 

Philip, l make thee chiefe in this affaire, 

Ranfacke the Abbeis,Cloyfter*, Priories, 

Conuert their coyne vnto my fouldien vfc: 

And wbatfoere he be within my Land, 

Thatgoes to Rome for iuftice and for law. 

While he may haue his right within the Realmc., 

Let him be iudg d a traitor to the State, 

Andfufferasan enemy to England, 

Mother, we leaueyou here beyond the Seas, 

As Regent of our Prouinces in France, 

While we to England take a fpeedy conrfe. 

And thankcour God that gaue vs viftorie. 

Hubert de Burgh take Arthur here to thee, 



r 



of King John. 

* fee thy Prifoner: Hubert keepe him fife, 

B “hi, life doth hang thy Soueraignes Crowne, 

F ° r >ldXthconfifts?hy Soueraignes bliffe : 
ITffabert as thou fhortly hearft from me, 
lo vfethe prifoner 1 haue giuen in charge. 

H bert Frolicke young Prince though I your keeper be, 
v.Vftallvour keeper liue at your command. 

Ye ‘,. as pleafe my God, fo fiaall become of me. 

0 Elutn Uy fonne to England I will, fee thee Oupr, 
a idoray to God to fend thee fafe a (bore, 

Vd Now warres are done I long to be at home, 

Tndiue into the Monks and Abbots bagges, 

To make feme fport among the (mooch skind Nunnes, 

And keepe fomc reuell with the fanzen Friers. 

iohn. To England Lords,each looke vnto your charge, 
And anno your felucs againft the Rom ane pride. Exeunt , 

enter the King France, Lewis hit fonne, Car. 
dirndl Panclolph Legate, and Conftance. 

Philip. What.euery man attack with this midiap? 

Why frowne you fo, why droope ye Lords of France? 

Me thinkes it differs from a warlike minde. 

To lowre it for a checke or two of C knee. 

Had Lpotoges efcapt the Baftards (pight, 

A little (orrow might haue feru’d our Ioffe. 

Braue Auftria, heauen ioyes to haue thee there. 

Card. His foule is fafe and free from Purgatory j. 

Our holy Father hath difpenft his finnes. 

The bleftcd Saints haue heard our Orifons, 

And all are mediators for his foule, 

And in the right ofthefe moft holy warres, 

Hi) Holineffc free pardon doth pronouuco 
To all chat follow yougainft Englifh HeretikeS/, 

Who ftand accurfcd in our mother Churcli,. 

Ejiter Conftance alone. 







9 81 






tl 







WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE King John (STCI4647) LONDON, 1622 UNIVERSITY OF EDINBURGH (JA 3731) OctaVO 




* The troublcfome Knigtie 

Philip. To aggrauate themeafure of ourgrcefe. 

All male-content comes Conft.me for her fonne. 

Be briefc good Madame, for your face imports 
A Tragicke talc behind that’s yet vntold. 

Her pallions Hop the Organ of her voyce, 

Deepe forrow throbbeth mif-bcfalne euents, 

Out with it Lady, that our Aft may end 
A full Cataftrophe of fad laments. 

Con ft. My tongue is tun’d to ftorie forth roifhap 
When did I breath to tell a pleafing tala’ 

Muft Conftancefpeakc? let teares prevent her talke: 
Muff I difeourfe? let Dido figh and fay, 

Shce weepes againt to heare the wrackc of Troy • 

Two words will ferue 5 aBd then my talc is done: 
ElinorsprouA brat hath rebd me of my fonne. , 

Lewis. Haue patience Madamc.this is chance of war,* 
He may beranfom’d.wc rcuenge his wrong. 

Corift. Be it ne’rc fo foone,I fhall notline fo lon<r. 

Phil. Defpairenotyct, com zfinfiance, goewuhtne 
Thcfe clouds wil fleet, theday wilcleareagaine. Sxernt, 

Card . Now ZmVthy fortune buds with happy fprin°- 
Our holy fathers prayers efifefteth this. 

Arthur is fafe, let I-ohn alone with him, 

Thy title next is fairft to Englands Crovvne: 

Now flirre thy father to begin with Iohn, 

The Pope fayes I, and fois Albion thine. 

Lewis Thanhs my Lord Legat for your good conceit, 
T’is bert we follow now the game isfaire, 

My father wants to worke him yourgood words. 

(ftard. A few will ferue to forward him in this, 

Thofc fhall not want: but let’s about it then. Exeunt. 

§nter Philip hiding a Frier , charging him fbetv where the 
Abbot s gold la] . 

'Phil. Come on you fat Fr.mcifcan,dallie no !onger,but 
ihew me where the Abbots treafure lies, or die. 

frier 



of Kjng fohn. 



- • „ penedkarr.Hs Domini, waseuerfuch an iniurie ? 
c /eetS. mthold of thy lenity, defend ys from extrem.ty, 
S a dhearc v* for S. Charity, opprcfTcd with auftenty, 
llriemm T>«*wW,roake I my homily, 

Stic Gentility gneuc not the Clcargte. 

<phil Gray- gown’d good face, comureye, 

neretruftme fora groat 

If this waft girdle hang thee no t 
that girdeth in thy coat. 

Now bald and barefoot Bungee birds, 
when vp the gallowes diming, 

Say Tbilip he had words enough, 
to put you downe with riming. 

Fr O pardon, Oparce, S. Francis for mercie. 

Shall (hield thee from night-fptls & dreamingof diucte, 
If thou wiltforgiucme.and n:uer more grieue me, 

With farting and praying, and Haile JMarjr faying, 

From black Purgatory, a penance right fory : 

Frier Thomas will warmeyou. 

It fliall neuerharme yon. 

Phil. Come leaue off your rabble. 

Sirs, hang vp this lozell. 

2,Fr. For charity I beg his life. 

Saint Francis chiefeft Frier, 

The beft fn all our Couent fir, 
to keepe a Vintners flee. 

O rtranglenot the good old man, 
my hortcrteoldcfl gueff, 

And 1 will bring you by and by 
vnto the Priors chert. 

Phil. I.fairt thou fo,& if thou wilt the Frier is at liberty. 
If not, as I am honefl: man,T hang you both for company 
Fr.Come hither, this is the cheft,thogli Ample to behold, 
That wantethnot a thoufand pouud in filuer & in gold. 
My felfwil warrantful fo much, I know the Abots (lore, 
Ilepawn my life there is no lefs,to haue what ere is more, 
Phil. I takethy word>the ouerplus vnto thy fliaie fhal 
come, £3 But 




^The trouble fome %aigne 

But if there want of full fo much, thy nccke Hull pay tta 
femme. r 7 ”* 

Break e vp the Cofter,Frier. 

Frier. Oh I am vndone,faire ABce the Nunne 
Hath teoke vp her reft in the Abbots cheft. 

SanSle benedteite pardon my fimplicicie. 

Fie .4/«v,con fell ion will not falue this tranfgreflion. 
Philip. What hanc we- heere a holy N uijne?fo kceoe m# 
God in health. 

Afmooth fac’d Nunue (for ought I know) is all the Abbots 

wealth. 

Is this the Nunries chaflitie? ' 

Beftrew me but I tbinke 

They go as oft to venery,as niggards to their drinke. 
Why paltry Frier and Pandar too,- yee fliamelefle fiiauea 
crowne. 

Is this the cheft that held a hoord, 
at leaft a thoufand pound ? 

And is the hoord a holy whore, 
well, be the hangman nimble, 

Hee’l rake the paine topay you homey 
and teach you to difiemble. • j 

Name. O fpare the Frier Ar,thonj 3 , 
a better neuer was. 

To fing a Dirge folemnly, . * 

or read a morning mafic. • i 

If money be the m canes ofthisy 
I know an ancient Ntinne, 

That hath a hoord thefc feuen yearcS"- 
did neuer lee the funnej 
And that is yours,and what is ours,: 
fo fauour now be ftiownc, . 

You flrall command as commonly, 
ar if it; were your owne. 

Frier. . Your honour excepted. 

Name. I Thomas, I meanelo. 

Philip , From all. fane from Friers. . 

fflfnw- 



of King lohn. 



2tM. Good fir > doe n0t thinkc r ° £ 
phH. Ithinkeandfee fo: 

Why how camft thou here? 

AW. To hide her from lay men. 
m». Tis true fir,, for feare. 

Phil. For feare of the laitie : a pitifull dread 
Wlrn a Nunne flies for fuccour to a fat Friers bed. 

Put now for your ranfome my cloyfter-bred oonney, 

To the cheft that you fpeake of where lies fo much mony . 

iV „«. Faire fir, within this prefie, of plate and money is 
The valew of a thoufand n»rkes,and other things by gis. 
Let vs alone, and take it all, tis yours fir, now you know it. 
Phil. Come on fir Frier, picke the locke,this geere doth 
cotton hanfome, (fome. 

That couetoufneffe fo cunningly muft.pay the lechers ran- 
What is in the hoord ?. 

Fr. Frier Lmrance my Lord.now holy water helps vs. 
Some witch or fome diyell is fent-to delude vs : 

Haud Credo Laurentins t thzt thou fiiouldft be pend thus 
In the prefie of A Nun we -are all vndone. 

And brought to difcredence if thou be Frier Laurence 3 
Fr. Amor vincit omnia , fo Cato afhrmeth, 

And therefore a Frier whofc fancy foone burneth, 

Becaufe he is mortall and made of mould, 

Heomits what heought,and doth more then he fliould. 
Philip. How goes this geere ? the Friers cheft fill’d with 
a faufen Nutme. 

The Nunne againe lockes Frier vp, 
to keeps him from the Sunue. 

Belike the prefie is Purgatory, 
or penance pafiing grieuous : 

The Friers cheft a hell for N mines ! 

how doe thefe dolts deceiue vs ? 

Is this the labour of their Hues, to feed and Hue at co.Cc? 

To reucll fo lafciuioufly as often as they pleafe. 
lie mend the fault or faile my aime, 
if i due mifle amending, 
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The trouble fome Tgigne 

Tis better burne the Cloyftersdowne, 
then Icaue them for offending. 

But holy you,to you I fpeake, 
to you religious deuill, 

Is this the prefl'e that holds the fummc ,, 
to quit you for youreuill 
Nun. I cry peccatti,parce me, 
good fir I was beguil’d. 

Fr. Abfolue fir for charicie, 

(lie would be reconcil'd. 

Phil. And fo X-fhalljfirs bind them fall. 

This is their abfolution, 

go hang them vp for hurting them, 

Haft them to execution. 

Fr. Lawrence. O temptts edax rertsm, 

Giue children bookes they teare them. 

O vmtaiyamtatis, in this wain ingatatis, 

At threcfcorewelneere.to goe to thisgeere. 

To my confcienca a clog, to die like* dog. • * 

ffxaudi me Domine,Ji vis me payee 
Dabopccmiaxn,ji habeo veniam. 

To goe and fetch it, I willdifpatch it, 

A hundred pound fterling.for my Hues fparing.- 

Enter Peter a Prophet, with people. 

Pet. Hoe, who is here ? St. Francis be your ipeed, 
Gome in my flocke.and follow me, 
your fortunes I will reed. 

Gomehitherboy.goe get thee home, 
and clime not ouer hie. 

For from aloft thy fortune Hands, in hazard thou fhaltdie. 
Boj . God be with you Peter, I pray you come to our 
houfe a Sunday. 

Pet. My boy fire w me thy hand, blefle thee my boy. 
For in thy palme 1 fee a many troubles are y bent to dwell 
But thou (Irak fcape them all, and doe full well. 



of Kfngfohn. 

1«jt I thanke you Peter, there’s a cheefe for your labor: 
Hr filler prayesyon to come home, and tell her how many 
husbands (he (hall haue.and (hee’l giue you a rib of bacon. 

Pet. My matters, ftay at the towns end for me,Ile come 
. t0 you all anone : I muft difpacch fome bufines with a Fri- 
er ami then lie read your fortunes. 

phi/. How now, a Prophet ! fir Prophet whenccarc ye? 

1 p e t . I am of the world and in the world; bufliue not as 
others,by the world ; what 1 am I know, and what thou wilt 
be I know. If thou knoweft me now,beanfwered : if not, 
enquire no more what ! am . 

Phil. Sir, I know you will be a diflembling Knane,that 
deludes the people with blinde prophecies : you are he I 
looke for, you (hall away with me, bring away all the rable : 
and you Frier Lawrence, remember your raunfome a hun- 
dred pound, and a pardon for your felfe,and the rcft;come 
ou fir prophet, you fhall with me,to rcceiue a prophets re- 
wrd. Exeunt. 

Enter Hubert de Burgh with three men. 

Flub. My mailers , I haue (hewed you what warrant 
I haue for this attempt > I perceiue by your heauy counte- 
nances you had rather be otherwile employed, and for my 
owne part, I would the King had made choyfeof fome o- 
ther executioner:only this is my comfort that a king com- 
raaunas, whofe precepts negleded or omitted threatneth 
torture for the default Therefore in briefeleaue me,and be 
•ready t© attend the aduenture : ftay within that enrry.and 
when you heare me crie, q 0 d fane the Kmg. iflue fudden ly 
forth,lay hands on Arthur , fet him in thischaire, wherein 
(once raft bound; Icanehim with me to finifh the reft. 

^ CS -? 3 ’ thou § h ,02tb * Exeunt. 

a l Enter Arthur s Hubert de Burgh. 

■anhnr 0 Grarnercie Hubert fox thy care of me, 
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The trouble fome T^igne' 

In or to whom reftraint is newly knowne, 

The ioy of walking is fmall benefit, 

Yet will I take thy offer with fmall thankes, 

1 would not loofe the pleafure of the eye. 

But tell me curteous Keeper if thou can. 

How long the King will haueme tarry here. 

Hubert 1 know not Prince, but as 1 gefllyiot long,. 

God feud you freedome,an:l Q odfpte the King. 

They iffue forth. 

Arthur, Why' how now firs , what may this outrage 
mcanc ? 

0 helpeme Hubert , gentle Keeper helpe: 

God fend this fudden mutinous approach 
Tend not to reaue a wretched guiltles life. 

Hub. So firs, departed leauethe reft for me. 
tArtb. Then Arthur yeeld.death frowneth in thy face, 
What meaneth this good Hubert pleade the cafe. 

Hub. Patience young Lord, and liften words of woe, 
Harmefull and harfh,hels hor-rorto be heard: 

A difmall tale fit for a furies tongue. 

1 faint to tell.deepe forrow is the found. 

Arth. What muft I die ? 

Hub. No newesof death ,but tidings of more hate, 

A wrathfull doome,and moft vnluckie fate : 

Deaths difh were dainrie at fo fell a feaft, 

Be deafe,hearc not, it’s hell to tell the reft. 

Arth. Alas, thou wrongft my youth with words.of feate, 
Tis hell,tis horror, not forone toheare : 

What is it man if it muft needes be done, 

Adf it and end it, that the paine were gone. 

Hub'. I will not chaunt fuch dolour with my, tongue, 
Yctmufl I a (ft the outrage with my hand. 

My'Hea t,my heai,andall my powers.befide, . 

To aide theoffice hauc at oncedeni’d. 

Perufe this letter, lines oftrebble woe r 

Rjeade ore my charge, and pardon when y ou know. 



of Kipgfobn. 

. faff art to command thee, as thoutendrefi our quiet 
HllbC ZLtiel and the efate df our perfou, that prefect Ij v po» the 

rleif* °( 0Ur cmman * * thm P Ht ° Ut * he tyeS °f Arthttr 

Tlantaginet. 



Arthur. Ah monftrous damned man: his very breath 
infers the elements 

Contagious venome dwelleth in his heart, 
n&fting meanes to poyfon all the world. 

Vnreuerent may 1 be to blame theheauens 
Ofcreat iniuftice that the mifereant 
Liues to opprelfe the Innocents with wrong. 

Ah Hubert : makes hee thee his infh ument, 

To found the trump tint caufeth hell triumph? 

Hcauen weepes.the Saints do died cekftiall teares. 

They feare thy fall and cite thee with remotfe. 

They knock c thy confcience mouirlg pit ie there, 

Willing to fence thee fromthe rage of hell: 

Hell Hubert, truft me all the plagues of hell 
Hangs on performance of this damned deed. 
Thisfeale.the warrant of the bodies blifie, 

Enfureth Satan Chieftane ofthy foule: 

Stibfcribe not Hubert, giue not Gods part away 
Ifpeake not only for eyes priuiledge. 

The chiefe exterior that I would enioy: 

Bat for thy perill, farre beyond my paine, 

Thy Iweet foules lofle,more then mine eyes vaiue lacke: 



Aduife thee Hubert fox the cafe is hard, 

To loofe faluation for a Kings reward . 

Hubert. My Lord, a fubieift d welling in the land 
Is tied to execute the Kings command. ('further, 

A/ihur Yet God commands, whofe power reacheth 
That no command fhould ftaod in force to murther. 

Hubert. But that fame e (fence hath ordaind a law, 

A death for guilt, fo keepe the world in awe. 

Arthur, I pleade, not guilty, trcafonleffe and free. . 

F 2 Hubert 




The trouble fome T^ugne 

Hubert. But that appealc my Lord concernes not m 
Arthur. Why thou art hee that roaift omit the peri/' 
Hubert. I, ifmy Soucraigne would omit hi* quarrtli 
Arthur. His quarrcll is vnhallowed.falfe and wron» 
Hubert. Then be the blameto whom icdothbelonj 
' Arthur. Why tbats to thee if thouas they proceeds 
Conclude their judgement with fo vilde a deede. 

Hubert. Why then no execution can be lawful!, 

If judges doomes rnuft be reputed doubtful!. 

t sfrth. Y es, where in forme of law in place and thus 
The offender is conuiftcd of the crime. 

Hubert s. My Lord.my Lard, this long expoflulatioR 
Heapcs vp more griefe then promife of redreffc; 

For this l know, and fo refolu’d I end, * 

That fubiefts Hues on King* commands depend. 
Imuftnotreafon why he is your foe, 

But doe his charge fince he commands it fo. 

Arthur. Then do thy chatgc,and charged be thy foule 
With wrongful! perfeemion done this day, 
YourGwhngeyeSjWhofefuperficies yet 
I doe behold with eyes that nature lent: 

Send forth the terror of your mouers frownej 
To wreakc my wrong vpon the murrherers 
Thatrobmeofyour faircreflcftingview: 

Let hell to them (as earth they wifh to me) 

Be darke and direfull guerdonfor their guilt. 

And let the blaoke tormenters of deepe Tartary ? 
Vpbratd them with this damned enterprife. 

In (lifting change of tortures on their foulcs. 

Delay not Hubert, my orifons are ended. 

Begin I pray thee,rcaueme of my fight; 

But to petforme a tragedie indeedc, 

Conclude the period with a mortall flab. 
fonftdnce farewell, tormentor come away. 

Make my difpatch thcTy rants feaftmg day. 

Hubert 1 faint, I fearemy conference bids defift: 
Faint didlfay?f«arc was it that I named: 

My 



of lying John. 



Mv Kin 0- command*, that warrant fets me free f 
But God°forbids and he coramandeth Kings, 

That great Commander counterchecks my charge, 

He (byes my hand, hemaketh foftmy heart, 

Goe curfed tooles, yourofficeis exempt, 

Chcere thee young Lord, thou (halt not lofcaneye, 
Thoti'dr I fhould purchafe itwithlofTeoflifc. 

Ifc to the King, and fay his will is done, 

And ©fthe languor tell him thou art dead, 

Goe in with me for Hubert was not borne 
To blindcthofelarape* that Nature polifht fo. 

Arth. Hubert if tuer Arthur be in Bate, *‘ 

Looke for ameuds of this receiued gift, 
Itookemyeycfight by thy curtefic, 

Thoulentft them me, I will not be ingrate. 

But now procrailination may offend 
The ifliie that thy kindneffe vndertakes: 

Depart we Hubert to preuent the worft. Exeunt. 

£r.tcr K;Iohn, Eflex,Salisbury,Pembrooke. 

John. Now warlike followers refteth ought vndone. 
That may impeach vs of fond ouerfight? 

The French haue felt the temper of our fwords. 

Cold terror keepcs poffcflion in their foulcs. 

Checking their onerdaring arrogance 
For buckling with fo great an oucrmatch. 

The arch prowd titled Prieft of Italy, 

That calls himfelfe grand Vicar vnderGod, , 

Is bufied now with TrentaE obloquies, 

Mafic and months mind , dirge and I know not what. 
To eafe their foulesin painfull Purgatory, 

Ttiat haue mifearried in thefe blondy warres. 

Heard y ou not Lords when fir ft his Holincflfe * 

Had riding* of our fmall account of him, . 

How with a taunt vaunting vponlns toes. 

He vrgdearcafon why thcLagiifii Aftc 
Drldaind the blelTcd ordinance of Rome ■? • 

*3 = 



The 
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The troublefome c Raigne 

The title (reuerently might I inferre) 

Became the Kings that earft haue borne the load, 

The flauift weight of that controlling Prieft : 

Who at his pleafure tempered themhke waxe 
To carry armes on danger ofhis curfe, _ 

Banding their foules with w arrants 6f hi s hand. 

1 grieue to thinkc how Kings in ages part 
(Simply denoted to the Sea of Rome) 

Haue run into a thoufand a<fts offhame. 

But now for confirmation of our State, 

Sith we haue proind the more then neeedh.ll braunch 
That did oppreffethe true well growing ftockc. 

It refteth we throughout our territories 

Be reproclaimed and inuefted King. 

Pen>b My Liege,that were to bnfie men with doubts, 
Once were you crown’d proclaim’d, and with applaufe 
Your Citie ftreetes haue ecchoed to the care, 

God faue the King, God faue our Soueraigne lohn. 

Pardon my feare.my centime doth inferre,^ 

Your Highnefle not depos’d from Regall State, 

Would breed a mutinic in peoples mindes. 

What it (hould meane to haue you crownd againe. 

lohn. ‘Tembrookc performe what I haue bid thee doe, 

T-hou know ft not what induceth me to this, 

Ejfex goe in and Lordings allbe gone 

About thistaske, l willbccrownd anon. 

Enter the BaJiarJ. . - 

fobi. What n»wes, how doe the Abbots chelts: 

Are Friers fatter then the Nunnesare faire? 

What cheere with Church-men. had they gol or n© • 

T>11 me how. hath thy office todke effect. , 

rphil My Xord,I haue perform’d your Highnes char, •> 

The eafe bred Abbots 'and the bare-foote Friers, 

The Monks,the Priors, and holy Cloyftred Nunnes, 

Are all in health, and were my Lord in wealth, 

Tail I had ty thd and told thdr holy hcords. ^ 



of Km i°' m ' 

t doubt not when your High neffc fees my prize, 
may proportion all their former pride. " r 
' , h ^\vhy (b,now forts it Thtltp as it fliould : 

THsfmall intrufion into Abbey trupkes. 

Will make the Popelings excommunicate, 
rurfe ban, and breath out damned onfons, 

As thicke ashaile-ftonesforthe Springsapproach : 
n u t yet as flueme lefie and withour effeft. 

As is the eccho ot a.Canous cracke 
nifcharcdeaeainft the battlements of heauen. 

But what newes elfc befell there Thihp ? . . 

Bafr. Strange newes my Lord: within your territories 
Neere Pomfrct is a Prophet new fprung vp, 

Whofe diuination volleis wonders foorth : 

To him the Commons throng with Country gifts. 

He fets a date vnto the Beldames death, 

Prefcribes how long the Virgins death (hall lift, 
Diftinguiiheth the mouing of the heauens, 

Giues limits vnto holy nuptial! rites, 

Foretelleth famine,aboundeth plenty forth : 

Of fate, of fortune, life and death he chats, 

With fucli aflurance, fcruples put apart, 

As ifhe knew the certaine doomes of heauen. 

Or kept a Regifter of all the deftines 
job Thoutelftmemaruels, would thou hadft brought 
the man, 

Wemight haue queftiond him of things to come. 

Baft. My Lord, I tooke a care of had-I-wilt, 

And brought the Prophet with me to the Court, 

He ftaiesmy Lord but at the Prefence doore : 
Pleafethyour Highneffe,I will call him in. 

Iohn. Nay flay awhile.we e’l haue hmfhere anone, 
Athing oE.weight is firft to be performd. 

Enter the Nobles and crouvne King TohtiAnd then cry 
God faue the King, - 

‘ fc John } Lordings "and friends fupportersof pur State, _ 

Admi: 



I 
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t The troublefome Taigne 

Admire not at this vnccuftom’d courfe, 

Nor in your thoughts blame not this deede of yours* 
Once ere this time was I inuefted King, 

Your fealtie fworse as Liegemeu to our ftate : 

O nee fince rhat time ambitious weedes hane fprung 
To fraine the beauty of our garden plot : 

But heauens in our conduft rooting thence 
The falfe intruders,breakers of worlds peace, 

Haue to our ioy .made Ginne-fhine chafe the ftort«e. 

After the which, to try your conftancie. 

That now I fee is worthy of your names, 

We cran’d once more your helpes for to inueft ys 
Into the right that enuy fought to wracke. 

■Gnce was I not depofde, your former choyce; 

Now twice bcene crowned and applauded King ? 

Your cheered adtion to inftall me fo, 

Infers aflured witnefle of your loues. 

And binds me ouer in a Kingly care 
To render loue with lone, rewards of worth 
To ballance downe requitall to the full. 

But thankes the while, thankcs Lordings to you all: 

Aske me and vfe me, trie me and finde me yours. 

F.Jfex. A boone my Lord,at vantage of your words 
We aske to guerdon all our loyalties. 

?emb. We takethe time your Highneffe bids vs aske: 
Pleafe itvou grant, youmakeyour promife good, 

With lefier Ioffe then one fuperfluous haire 
That not remembred falletfifrom your head. 

Jehu, My word is paft,receiue your boone my Lords, 
What may it be ? Aske ir,and it is yours. 

EJfex. Wc craue my Lord to pleafe the commons with 
The libertie ofLady Co»JOtnce ibnne : 

Whofe durance darkeneth your Highncfle right. 

As if you kept him prifoner,to the end 
Your fclfe wcrcdoubtfull of the thing you haue. 

DimifTe him thence, your Highncfle needes not fearc. 
Twice by.coiTcitcyou are proclaim’d our King. 

Pembroke 




WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE King John (STC 14647) LONDON 



of Kjng fohn. 

Tenth. This if you grant, were all vnto your gobd 
For fimple people mufe you ketpe him dole . 

fob. Your words haue fearcht the center of my thoghfs. 
Confirming warrant of your loyalties, 
pjfajffe your counfdl.fway my ftate, 
y> t !ok* doe nothing, but by your confents. 

\yhy how now Philips hat extafie is this ? 

\yhy cafts thou vp thy eyes to heauen fo? 

There fine Moones Appear:. 

pafi. See, fee my Lord, ftrange apparitions. 

Glancing mine eye to fee the Diadem 
Plac’d by the Biihops on yobr Highnefle head, 

From forth a gloomy cloud, which curtaine-like 

Difplaiditfelfe, I fuddenlyefpied 

fiue Moones reflecting, as you fee them now : 

Eueninthe moment that the Crowne was plac’d 
Gan they appeare, holding the courfe you fee. 

fob. What might portend thefe apparitions, 

Vnvfuall fignes, forerunners ofeuent, 

Prefagersof ftrange terrors to the world : 

Belieue me Lords, the obiedt feares me much. 

Philip, thou toldft me of a Wizard but of late. 

Fetch in the man to defcant of this fliow. 

Pemb. The heauens frowne vpon the finfuil earth. 

When with prodigious vnaccuftom’d fignes 
1 hey fpot their fuperficies with (iich wonder. 

EJfex, Before the mines of Ieruialem, 

Such meteors were the Enfignes of his wrath, 

That hafi’ned to deftroy the faultfull towne. 

Enter the TZaUard with the Prophet. . 

Job. Is this the man ? 
ft is my Lord. 

lohn. Prophet of Pomfret/or fo I heare thou art, 

' G Tluc r 




That calculat’d of many things to come : 

Who by a power repleat with heauenly gift, 

Canft blab the counfell of thy Makers will. 

If fame be true.or truth be wrong’d by thee, 

Decide in cvphering,whatthefe fiue Moones 
Portend this clime, tf they prefage at all. 

Breath out thy gift.ancl if 1 line to fee 
Thy diuination rakca true cfFc&, 
lie honour thcc aboue all earthly men. 

Pet. The skye wherein thefc Moones haue refidence, 
Prefenteth Rome the great ^Metropolis, 

Where fits the Pope in all his holy pompe. 

Foure of the moones prefent foure prouinces, 

To wit, SpainCjDenmarke, Germanic, and France, 

That bearetheyoke of proud commanding Rome, 

And Hand in fcare to tctr.pt the Prelates curfc. 

The fmalleft moone that whirles about the reft. 
Impatient of the place he holds with them, 

Doth figure forth this Ifland Albion, 

Who gins to fcorne the fea and teat ofRome, 

And feekes to fliunthc Edicts of the Pope : 

This ftiowcs the hcauen.and this I doe auerre 
Is figured in the apparitions. 

[ob. Why then it feentes theheauens fmileon vs, 
Giuing appiaufc for leaning of the Pope. 

But for they chance in our Meridian, 

Doe thev eftett no priuatc growing ill 
To be ioflufted on vs in this clime ? 

Pet. Tha moones efFeft no more than whatlfaid: 
But on fome other knowledge that I haue 
By my prefcicnce. ere Afcenfion day 
Haue brought the Sunne vnto his vfuall height, 
OfCrowne,Eftate, and Royal 1 dignity. 

Thou (halt be cleane difpoyl’d and dtfpofieft. 

lob. FaU'e dreamer, perifii with thy witched nevves, 
Vdlaine thou wouudft me with thy fallacies: 

Ifit be true, die for thy tidings price*, ^ 
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of Kjng fohn. 

re . r , for fearing rae with vainefuppofe: _ 

]ffalf | '> . , th£ wit . c i l5 hds damned (ecretarie. 

H£U ? him vp fure/or by my faith I fweare, 

L°- k nnt true the Wizard (hall not hue. 

Tl f ^afeenfron day : who fhould be canfe heereof? 

Cutoff the caufe, and then the efted will die. 
r tut my mercy ferues tomaime myfelfe, _ 

Ju tj note doth Hue from whence thefe tnornes fpring vp, 
t mV promife paft for his deliuerie: 

loins fnends.faile faith, the diuell doe withall,. 

The brat (ball dye that terrifies me thus. 

Lbrooke and Sfix I recall my grau.it, 

T will not buy your fauours with my feare.- 
L v murmur not, my will is law enough, 

I loiie vou well, but if Ilou’d you better, 

I would not buy it with my diicontent. 

Enter Hubert, 

How now what newes with thee? 

Hab. According to your highneite itiTCt command, 
Youn (T isfnharsG yes are blinded and extimft. 

M. Why fo,.then he may feele the crowne butneuerlee 
Bub. Nor fee nor feele, for of the extreame paine, (ft. 
Within one houre gaue he vp die ghoft. 

'job. What, is lie dead? ^ 

Hub. He is my Lord. 

loh. Then with him dies my cares. 

Ejfcx. Nor ioy betide thy foule. ^ 

Tcmb. And heauens reuenge thy death. 

V Vhat haue you done my Lord? Was euer heard'- 
A deed of more inhumane confequence? 

Your foes will curfe, your friends will cry reuenge. 
Vnkiadly rage more rough then Northern wind,. , 

To clip the beauty of fo fweet a flower. 

What hope in vs for mercy on a fault, 

V V hen Kinfman dyes without impeach of caufe. 

As you haue done fo come to cheere you with, . 

The guilt (hall neuer be call in my teeth, , Sxemt. 

G z -‘. John. 



The troublefome %aigne 

Ieh. And are you gone? The diuell be your 
Proud rebels as ye are to braue me To : 6 : 

Saucie,vnciui)l checkers of my will. 

Your tongues giue edge vnto the fatall knife. 

That IhaHhauepaflage through your trait’rous throats 
But hufht, breath not bugs words too /bone abroad ' 
Leaf! time prcuent the ilTuc of my reach* 

Arthur is dead, f, there the corziue erovves : 

But while he liu’d, the danger was the more; 

His death hath freed me from a thoufand feares 
But it hath purchaft me ten times ten thoufand foes. 
Why all is one, fuchlucke /hall haunt his game 
To whom the diuell owes an open fhamc: 

His life a foe thatleucld at my crownc. 

His death a frame to pull nay building downe. 

My thoughts harpt ftill on quiet by his end, 
Wholiuingaymed /hrcwdly at my rocroe: 

But to preuent that plea, twice was I crown’d. 

Twice did my fubieffs fwcare me fealty, 

And in my confcience lou’d me as their liege. 

In whofe defence they would haue pawnd their liues. 
But now they lliun me as a Serpents fling, 

A tragy eke tyrant, fterne and pittilcflc. 

And notatitlefollowes after John, 

But butcher, bloodfuckTr,and murthcrer. 

What Planet gouern’d my Nativity, 

T o bode me Soueraigne types of high eftatc. 

So interlac’d with helli/h difeontent, 

Wherein fell fury hath no intereft. 

Cur ft be the crowne,chicfc author of my care, ' 

Nay curft my will, that made the crowne my care* 

Curft be my birthday, curft tentimes the wombe 
That yeclded me aliuc into the world. 

Art thou there villaine: furies havnt thee ftill. 

For killing him whom all the world laments. 

Hub. Why heer’s my Lord your Highnes hand & fealc. 

Char. 
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of Kiriglohn. 



Charging on hues regard to doe the deed. 

lohn. Ah dull conceipted Pefant knowft thou not 
It wasa damned execrable deed: 

SJ, e wft me a Scale? Oh villaine, both our foules 
Hauefold their freedome to the thrall of hell, 

Vndcr the warrant of that curfed Seale. 

Hence villainejhang thy felfe.and fay in hell 
That I am comming for a Kingdome there. 

Hubert. My Lord, attend the happy tale I tell/ 

For heauens health fend $athan packing hence 
Tbatiuftigates your highnefle to defpaire. 

If Arthurs death be difmall to be heard, 

Bandie thenewes for rumors of vntrath: 

Heliues my Lord, the fweeteft youth aliue. 

In health, with eyefight, not a hayre amifle. 

This heart took.c uigor from this forward hand, 

Making it weakc to execute your charge. 

John. What, liues hee/ then fweetc hope come home a- 
Chafe hence defpaire, thepurueyor for hell. (gen, 
Hy c Hubert, tell thefe tidings to my Lords 
That throb in paflions for young Arthurs death: 

Hence Hubert fay not till thou haft reueald 
The wifhed newes of Arthurs happy health. 

I goetny felfc, the ioyfulftman aliue 

To fterie out this new fuppofed crime. Exeunt. 

The end ofthe firfi Pm. 
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To the Gentlemen Readers. 

T ile changeleffe purpofe ofdcterminde Fate . . 

GtHes period t a our care , or hearts content y 
When heart ns f ixt tir/ie for this or that hath end: 
Nor can earths pomp, orpolltcie preuent 
The doome ordained in their fecret will. 

Gentiles , we left King John repleat with bUjfe % 
That Arthur liude, whom he fuppofed flaine ; 
esfnd Hilbert podfling to returne thofe Lords , 

Who deem'd him dead , and parted difcontent : 
Arthur himfelfe begins oar later zAtt, 

Our AH ef outrage y defy air e y fury, death ; 
Wherein fond rafhne femur dr eth firji a Prince $ 
And Monkijh falfenefepojjneth lajl a King z 
Firji Scene fhewes Arthurs death in wfancte s 
cAnd laft concludes lohnsfatail Tr age die. 
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The fecond part of the trouble 

feme Raigne of King Iohn. 

Containing 

[ The entrance of Lewis the French Kings feme : 
With the poy fining of KtngAohn by 
a Monks. 

Enter young Arthurs the walls. 

N O w helpe good hap ro further mine intent, 

Croffe not my youth with any more extreames: 

I venture life to gaine my liberty, 

And if I die,worlds troubles haue an end. 

Feare gins diffwade the ftrength of my refolue, 

My hold will faile, and thenalas l fall. 

And if I fallrno queftion deathis ne^xt : 

' Better defift,and Hue inprifon ftill. 

Prifon faid 1 ? nay, rather death then (b: . 

Comfort and epurage come againe to me, 

He venter Cure : tis but a leape for life. 

He leapesytnd hrufing his bone softer he was from 
his trounce, Jpeakgs thus ; 

Hoe, who is, nigh ? fome body take me vp. 

Where is my. mother ? let me (peake with her.. 

Who hurts me thus ? (peake hoe,where are. you gone? 
Ah me poorc Arthur, I am here alone. 

Why call’d I mother, how did I forget ? 

My faU.tny fall, bath kill’d my mothers (bnne. 

How will flic weepe.at tidings of my death ? 

My death indeed, O God, my bones are burlt 



Sweete 





The trouble fome Taigne 

Sweet left* faue my foule.forgiue my rafh attempt, 
Comfort my mother ,fliield her from defpaire, 

When (he (hall heare my tragycke ouerthrow. 

My heart controls the office of my tongue, 

My vitall powers forfake my brufed truncke, 

I die, I die.heauen take my fleeting (oule. 

And Lady mother all good hap to thee. Hediei, 



Enter c Pembroekb ) SaUsburie,Ejfex. 



Effe v. My Lords of Pembreoke and of Salisbury t 
We muft be carefull in our policy, 

T o vndermine the keepers of tills place, 

Elfe fliall we ncuer finde the Prin ces graue. 

Pemb. My Lord of Effex, take no care for that, . 

I warrant you it was not clofely done. 

But who is this ? loe Lords the withered flowre, . 

Who in his life filin’ J like the mornings blufh; 

Caft out a doorejdcni’d his buriall right, 

A prey for birds and beaftsto gorge vpon. 

Salisb. O ruthfullfpedacle/ O damned deed 
My finewes fliake t my very heart doth bleed. 

EJfex. Leaue childiflr teares braue Lords of England, 

If water-floods could fetch his life againe, 

My eyes flioulJ conduit forth a fea of teares. 

If fobs would hclpe,or fqrrowes ferue the turne, . 

My heart ftiould volley out deepe piercing plaints.- . 

But bootlefle were t to breath as many fighes 
As might ecclipfe the bright eft Sommers Suniie, 
Hererefts the hdpe,a feruice tohis Ghoft. - 
Let not the tyrant confer ofthis dole, 

Liue to triumph in ruthfull maflacres, 

Giue hand and hearr,and EngHffemen to armes, 

Tis Gods decree to wreak e vs of thefeharmes. 

Temb, The beft aduife : but who comes polling here ? 

10 



of Kgngfohn. 

Enter Hubert. 

Right noble Lords, I fpeake vnto you all. 

The King entreats your fooneft fpeed 
To vifit him, who on your prefent want. 

Did ban and curfe hisbirth,himfelfe and me, 

For executing of hisftrid command. 

I faw his pafTion,and at fitted time, 

Affur’d him of his coufins being fafe, 

Whom pitty would not let me doe to death : 

He craues your company my Lord in haft, 

To whom I will condudl young Arthur ftraight, 

Who is in health vnder my cuftody. 

EJfex. In health bafe villaine, were’t not I Icauethe 
To Gods reuenge.ro whom reuenge belongs, ( crime 

Here fhould’ft thou perifh on my rapiers point. 

Calfftthou this health ? fuch healch betide thy friends, 
Andallthatare of thy condition. 

Hub. My Lords, but heare mefpeake.and kill me then, 
If here 1 left not this young Prince aliue, 

Maugre the hafty Edift of the King, 

Who gaue me charge to put out both his eyes, 

That God that gaue me liuing to this houre. 

Thunder reuenge vpon me in this place : 

And as I tendred him with earned loue, 

So God loue me, and then I fliall be well. 

Sal. Hence traitor hence, thy counfeli is herein. Exit. Hub. 
Some in this place appointed by the King, 

Hauethrownc him from this lodging here aboue. 

And fure the murther hath beene newly done. 

For yetthe body is not fully cold. 

EJfex. How fay you Lords fliall we with fpeed difpatch 
Vnder our hands a packet into France, 

To bid the Dolpin enter with his force, 

Toclaime the kingdome for his proper right, 
ma ^ et ^ l aw full ftrength thereto, 
e Wes, the Pope, on perill of his curfe, 

H 2 Hath 
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Hath bard vs of obedience vnto John, 

This hatefull murder , Lewis his truedefcent. 

The holy charge that we receiu’d from Rome, 

Are weightie reafonsjfyou like my reed, 

To make vs all perfeuer in this deed. 

Pemb. My Lord of Efex,well haueyou aduis’d 
I will accord to further you in this. 

Salts. And Salisbury will not gainefav the fame • 
But aide that courle as farre forth as he can. 

Ejfex. Then each of vs fend ftraight to his allies 
To win them to this famous enterprile : 

And let vs all y clad in Palmers weed. 

The tenth of Aprill at S. Edmunds Bury 
Meet to conferre,and on the altar there 
S weare fecrecy and aid ro this aduile. 

Meane while,let vsconuey this body hence 
And giue him buriall,as befits his flare, 

Keeping his moneths mind, and his oblequis 
With folemne interceffion forhisfoule. 

How fay you Lordings,are you all agreed ? 

Pemb. The tenth of Aprill at S. Edmunds Baric. 
God letting nor, I will notfaile the time. 
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The Diall tels me, it is t welue at noone. 

Were twclue at midnight pad, then might I vaunt, 

Falfe feers prophefies of no import. 

Could I as well with this right hand of mine 
Remouethe Sunneftom our Meridian, 

*Vnto the moonefted circle of th’antipodes. 

As turne this fteele from twcluc to twelue agen* 

Then lobn,xhe dateoffatall Prophefies, o 
Should with the Prophets life together end. 

But mult* cadunt inter calicem fufremaque labra. 

•peter, v nfay thy foolifh doting dreame, 

And by the crowne of England heere I fweare, - 
Jo make thee great, and greateft of thy kin. 

Peter. King Iohn. although the time Ihaue prefenb'd 
Be but twelue houres remaining yet behind, 

Ytt doe I know by infpiration, . 

Ere that fixt time be fully come about. 

King ' Ub» fhall not be Kuig as heeretofore. 

[ohn. Vaine buzzard, what mifchancG can chance f® 
To feta King befide his regall feat ? 

JViy heart is good, my body palling ftrong. 

My Land in peace, my enemies fubdu’d, 

Gnely my Barons ftormcat Arthurs death. 

But >i?vWlnies,I,there the challenge growes, 

Were he difpatchd vnto his longed home, 

Thenwere the Kingfecureofthoufand foes. 

Hubert whatncweswiththee.whcreare rny Lords ? 

Hub. Hard newes my Lord , Arthur the louely Prince, 
Seeking to efcape oucr the Caflie walles, 

Fell headlong downe, and in the curled fall 
He brake his bones, and therebeforc the gate 
Your barons found him dead and breathlefle quite. 

lob. Is Arthur dead; then Hubert without more words 



hang the Prophet. 

Away with Pw«-,viliaine out of my fight, 

I am dcafe, be gone, let him net fpeake a word. 

- H 3 Now 



The troublefome Tiaigne 

Now Iohn, thy feares are vaniftit into fmoakc, 

>' ^rfWisdeadjthouguiltlcfleof his death. 

^Swcet youth,but that I ftriucd for a cro wne, 

I could haue well afforded to thine age. 

Long life and bappincfle to thy content. 

Enter the Bajtard. 

O 

/oh. Philip) what newes with thee? 

,5<f/?.Thenewes I heard was c Peters prayers. 

Who wiflit like fortune to befall vs all; 

And with that word the rope his latcft friend, 

Kept him from falling headlong to the ground. 

loh. T here let him hang, and be the Rauens food 
While Iohn triumphs in fpite of ProphcGcs. 

But whats thetydmgs from the Popelings now? 

What fay theMonkesandPrieftsto our proceedings? 
Or wheres the Barons that fo fodainly 
Did leaue the King vpon a fal fc furmife? 

Baft. The Prelates ftorme, & thirft for fbarpereuenge: 
But plcafe your Maiefly, were that the worft 
ltlittle skild: a greater danger grower. 

Which mud be weeded out with carefull fpeed. 

Or all is left-jfor all is leuel’d at. 

Ioh. More frights and fcatestwhatere thy tidings bee, 
I am prepar’d, then Philip , quickly fay; 

Mcanethey tomurtherorimprifonmc. 

To giue my Crowne away to Rome or France: 

■•Or will they each of them become a King? 

Worfethan I thinkeitis,itcannot be. 

B$ft • Not worfe my Lord, but euery whit as bad. 
ThcNobles hauceleficd AeiwKing, 

In right of Lady Blanch, your neecc, his wife: 

His landingis expelled euery hourc. 

The Nobler, Common s,Clergic,all Eflatcs, 

Incited chiefly by the Cardinal!, 



Tan- 




of Kfng Iohn. 



patfdnlph that lies here Legate for the Pope, 

Jliinhe long to fee their new defied King. 

And for vndpubted proofe.fec heere my Liege, 

Letters to me from your Nobility, 

To be a partie in this aflions 
\Vbo vnder fhew of fained bolinefle. 

Appoint their meeting at S. Edmunds-Bury, 

Thereto confult, confpircjandconcludc 
The ouerthrow and downefall of your State. 

Ioh. Why fo itmuftbe,ane houre of content, 
Match’d with a moncth of paffionate eflPcfts, 

Why fhinestheSunnetofauour this eenfort? 

Why doc the windes not breake their brazen gates. 

And fcatter all thefe periur’d complices, 

With all their counfels and their damned drifts? 

But fee the welkin rolleth gently on, 

There’s notalowringclowddothfrowneon them; 
Theheauen,the earth,thefannc,themoone,and all, 
Confpire with thofc confederates my decay. 

Then hcllforme,if any power be there, 

Forfake that place, and guide me ftep by ffep, , 
Topoyfon,flrangle,inurthcrin their fteps 
Thefe tray tors: oh that name is too good for them. 

And death iseafle : is there nothing worfe, 
Towrcakeme on this prowd peace-breaking crew? 
Whatfayfl thou Philips why afsifts thou not? 

'Baft. Thefe curfes (good my Lord) fitnotthefeafon.* 
Help muff defeend from heauen againff this treafon? 

Ioh. Nay, thou wilt prone a traytor with the reft, 
Goeget thee tothetn,flTamecome toyoual). 

'Baft, I would be loth to leaucyou HighnefTe thus, 
Yet you command, and 1,'hough grieu’d,will goe. 

Ioh. Ah Vhilip, whither go’ft thou? come a?aine. 

Baft My LordjthtfemotionsareaspaiTionsofamad 
loh. A mad munThilio, I am mad indeed, (man. 
My hcartis maz’d,my fenfes all foredone. 

And 
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And John ofEngland now is quite vndone. 

Was euerKing as I oppreft with cares? 

Dame Elinor my noble mother Qucene, 

My onc’.y hope and comfort in diflreftc, 

Is dead, and England Excommunicate, 

And l am interdicted by the Pope, 

All Churches curft, their doresare fealed vp„ 

And for the pleafure of the Romifh Pricft, 

The feruice of the Higheft is neglcCted, 

Themultitude (a bcaft ofmany heads) 

Doe wifh confufion to their foueraignej 
The Nobles bunded with abitionsfumes, 

Aflemble powers to beatc mine Empire downe, 

And more than this, eleft a forreine King. 

O England, wert thou euer miferable. 

King Iohn ofEngland fees thee miferable : 

John, tis thy finnes that makes it miferable, 
QHtecjtiuldehrmt Beges pleftuntur lAchiui. 

Philip,** thou hall euer lou’d thy King, 

So fhow it now: pofi to S. Edmunds -Bury-, 

Diflcmble with the Nobles, know their drifts. 
Confound their diuilifh plots and damn’d deuifes. 
Though Iohn bcfaultic, yctlet fubieCts beare. 

He will amend and right the peoples wrongs. 

A mother though flic were vnnaturall. 

Is better then the kindeft ftep-dame is : 

Let neuer Englillinian truft forreine rule. 

Then Philip fhew thy fealty to the King, 

Andmongs the Nobles plead thou for the King. 

r Bafi. 1 goemy Lord: fee how heis diftraught, 

This is the turfed Pried of Italy 

Hath heap’d thefemifehiefes on this haplcfleLand. 

Now r Phil*p, hadfl thou T ullies eloquence. 

Then mightft thou hope to plead with good fuccefle. 
lob. Andart thou gone? fuccefle may follow rhee: 

Thus haft thou ilicw’d thy kindnclTe to the King- 

Sirra, 




sirra in haft goe greet the Cardinal!, 

<p M d»lph I meane,t!ie Legat from the Pope. 

Say that the King defires to fpeake with him. 

Johnbt thinke thee how thou m aift refolue : 

And if thou wilt continue Englands King, 
fhea-caft about to keepe thy Diademe ; 

: for life and land and all is leuel’d at. 

The Pope of Rome, tis he that is the canfa, 

He eurfeth thee, he fets thy fubiedts free 
From due obedience to their Soueraigne : 

He animates the Nobles in their warres, 

Hegiuesaway the Crown to Philips fonne. 

And pardons all that feeke to murther thee : 

And thus blind zeale is ftill predominant. 

Then Iohn there is no way to keepe thy Crowne, 

But finely to diflemble with the Pope : 

That hand that gaue the wound muft giue the faluc, 

To cure the hurt.elfe quite incurable. 

Thy finnes are farre too great to be the man 
T’abolifli Pope, and Popery from thy Realme : 

Butin tby feate,ifl may guelte at all. 
j A King fliall raigne,that fliall fupprefle them all. . 

Peace Iohn, here comes the Legate of the Pope, 
Dilfemblethou,and whaefoere thou fai’ft, 1 
let with thy heart wifla their confiifion. . 

Enter Pandulph. . 

Pstn, Now John, vnworthy man to breath on earth J- - 
fhatdo’ft oppugne again# thy mother Chureh : 

Why am I Pent lor to thy curfed felfe ? 

poumv knees, I pardon craueof thee, 

Z d0e ^ me to the fea of-Rome, 

Jd m for Prance of my high -offence, 

I W« 
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To take on me the holy Crofle of Chrift, 

And carry Armes in holy Chriftian warres. 

Tand. No Iohn, thy crouching and diflembling thus 
Cannot deceiue the Legate of the Pope, 

Say what thou vvilt.l will not crcditetliee : 

Thy Crowne and Kingdome both aretatie away, 

And thou art curft without redemption. 

I oh. Accurft indeed to kneelc to fuch a drudge, 

And get no helpe with my fubmiffion, 

Vnfheath thy fword. and flay the mifprowd Prieft 
That thus triumphs ore thee a mightie King 
No Mw.fubmit againe,diffemb!e yet, 

Tor Priefts and Women muft be flattered. 

Yet holy Father thou thy felfe doft know. 

No time too late for finners to repent, 

Ablolue me then, and John doth fweare to doe 
The vtrermoft what euer thou demandft. 

pand. Iohn , now I fee thy hearty penitence, 

I rue and pitty thy diftreft eftate. 

One way is left to reconcile thy felfe. 

And onely one which I Hull fliew to thee. 

Thou muft (lirrender to the fea of Rome 
Thy Crowne and Diadem, then (hall the Pope 
Defend thee from th’inuafion of thy foes. 

And wliere his Holineffe hath kindled France,, 

And fet thyftibiffts hearts at warre with thee. 

Then (hall he curfethy foes and beate themdownc, 

That fecke the difeontentment of the King. 

I ok. From bad to worfe.or I muft loofe my Realms, , 
Or giue my Crowne for penance vnto Rome : 

A mifery more piercing then the darts 
Tliat breake from burning exhaltations power. 

What, (hall I giue my Crowne with this right hand ? 

No : with this hand defend thy Crowne and thee. 

What newes with thee .? 

Enter 




Enter Afejfenger. 

picafe it your Maieftie , there is deferied on the coaftof 
Kent an hundred Sayle of Shippes , which of all men is 
thought to be the French flcet,vnder the conduct of the 
Dolphin,fo that it puts the country in a mutiny, fo they 
fend to your Grace for fuccour. 

K. I oh. How now Lord Cardinal!, what’s your beft ad- 
Thefe mutinies muft be allaid in time, (uife? 

By policy or headftrong rage at leaft. 

| o Iohn , thefe troubles tyre thy wearied foule. 

And like to Luna in a fad Eclipfe, 

So are thy thoughts and palfions for this newes. 

Wellmay it be, when Kings are grieued fo y 
The vulgar fort worke Princes ouerthrow. 

Card.K.leha, for not eftefting of thy plighted vow. 

This ftrange annoyance happens to thy Land : 

But yet be reconcil’d vnto the Church, 

And nothing final] be grieuous to thy ftate-. 

Ioh. Oh Pandx/ph, be it as thou haft decreed, 

Iohn will not (purne againft thy found aduife, 

Come lets away, and with thy helpe I trow. 

My Rcalme (lull flouri(h,and my Crowne in peace. 

Enter the »0^/<f.f,Pembr0oke l Eflex,Chefter,Bew- 
champe, Clare , with others. 

‘ Remh . N ow fweet y. Edmund, holy Saint in heauen ? . 
VVhofe Shrine is (acred,high efteem’d on earth, 

Infufe a conftatit zealem all our hearts, 

Toprofecute this a& of mickle weight, 
lord Bewehampe fay, what friends haue yon procur'd?; 

Bewch. The L ,Fitz,-Water, L. Percy, z nd L < EpJfe i . 

Vow’d meeting here this day the leuenth houre. 

EJftx. Vnler the cloke of holy pilgrimage, . 

1 2 - By 
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Bv that famehoure on warrantor their faith, 

Philtp Plant aginet , a bird of fwifteft wing, 

Lord EuPtauce,Ve[cy, Lord Crejfy , and Lord Marvbcrj 
Appointed meeting at S. Edmunds fhrine. Js 

‘ Pemb . Vntill their prefence, Ik co'nceale my tale 
Sweete complices in holy Chriftian ads. 

That venture for the purchafe of renowne. 

Thrice welcome to the league of high refolue, 

T hat pawne their bodies for their foules regard. 

Ejfex, Now wantcth but the reft to end this worke 
In Pilgrimes habite comes our holy troupe 
A furlong hence, with fwift vnwoonted pace. 

May be they are the perfons you exped . 

Pemb. With fwift vnwoonted gate, fee what a thing is 
That fpurs them on with feruence to this (brine, (zeale. 
Now ioy come to them for their true intent : 

And in good time, here come the war-men all, 

That fweate in body by the minds difeafe : 

Hap andhearts-eafe braue Lordings be your lot. 

Enter the Baftard Philip, drc. 

Amen my Lords, the like betide your lucke, 

And all that trauell in a Chriftian caufe. . 

EJfex, Cheerely repli’d braue branch ofKingly ftocke, 
A right Plentaginet fhould reafonfo. 

But filence Lords, attend your commings cau(e : 

The feruile yoke that pained vs with toyle. 

On ftrong inftind hath fram’d thisconuenticle. 

To eafe our neckes of feruitudes contempt. 

Should I not name the foeman of our reft, 

Whichof you all fo barren in conceite, 

As cannot leuell at the man I meane ? 

But left Enigm’s fhadow lhining truth, 

Plaindy to paint, as truth requires no art. 

Th’efftd ofrhis refort importeth this, 

T o roote and cleane extirpate tyrant lohn. 

Tyrant I fay appealing to the man. 
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If any here that loues him, and I aske, 

What kind (hip, lenitie,or chriftian raigne. 

Rules in the man to barre this foule impeach? 
pirft I inferre the fflefiers banifhmenf: 
p or reprehending in moft vnchriftian crimes. 

Was fpeciall notice of a tyrants will. 

Rut were this all, the diuell ftiould be (au’d. 

But this the leaft of many thoufand faults. 

That circumftance with ley fure might difplay.’ 

Our priuate wrongs no parcell of my tale 
Which now in prefence, but for fome great cauie 
Might wifli to him as to a mortall foe. 

But (hall I clofe the period with an ad 
Abhorring in the eares oi Chriftian men: 

Hiscoufins death, that tweet vngiiilty childe, 

Vntimely butcherd by the tyrants meaner, 

Heere are my proofes as cleere asgrauell brooke, 

And on the fame I further muft inferre, 

That who vpholds a tyrant in his courfe. 

Is culpable of all his damned guilt. 

To drew the which is yet to be deferib’d. 

My Lord of Pembrooke , (hew what is behinde, 

Onely 1 fay, that were there nothing elfe 
To moue vs, but the Popes moft dreadfull curfe. 

Whereof we are aflured,if wee faile. 

It were enough to inftigatevs all, 

With earned nefle of fpirit,to feeke a meane 
Todifpoflefle lohn of his regiment. 

Pemb. Well hath my Lord ofEfftX told his tale. 

Which I auerre for moft ftibftantiall truth. 

And mere to make the matter to our minde, 

Ifay that Lems in challenge of his wife, 

Hath title of an vncontrouled plea. 

To all that longeth to our Englifh crowne. 

Short tale to ma ke, the Sea Apoftolike, 

Hath oftred difpenfation for the fault. 

I 3 If 







If any be, as truft me none I kno w, 

By planting Lewis in the Vfarpefs roome : 

That is the caufe of all our prefence here. 

This on the holy Altar we proteft, 

To aide the right of Lewis with goods and life, 

Who on our knowledge is in armes for England, 
What fay you Lords ? 

Sal. As Pembrooke faith, affirmeth Salisbury : 

Faire Lewis ol France that fpoufed Lady "Blanch , 
Hath title of an vnconrroulcd ftrength 
To England, and What longeth to the Crowne: 

In right whereof, as we are true inform’d. 

The Prince is marching hitherward in armes. 

Our purpofe, to conclude that with a word, 

Is to inueft him as we may deuife, 

King of our countrey ,in the tyrants fteads 
And fo the warrant on the Altar fworne, 

And fothe intent for which we hither came. 

Baft. My Lord of Salisbury, I cannot couch 
My fpeeches with the need full words of art. 

As doth befeeme in fuch a waighty worke, 

But what my confcience and my duty will, 

I purpofe to impart; 

For Chcfters exile, blame his bufie wit. 

That medled where his duty quite forbade; 

For any priuate caufes that you haue, 

Me thinkes they fliould notmount to fuch a height^ 
As to depots a King in their reuenge. 

For Arthurs Atatbiy Id. John was innocent, 

He defperate was the deathfman to himfelfe. 
Which you,to malm a colour to your crime, 

V niuftly doe impute to his default, 

But where ftl T r&itorifme hath rcfidence. 

There wants no words to fet defpight on worke. 

1 fly tis fhame,and worthy all reproofe, 

To wreft fuch petty wrongs in tearmes of right, 



of Kjng fohn. 

. a King annointed by the Lord. 

Why Salsbune admit the wrongs are true, 

Yet fubiefts may not take in hand reuenge, 

Lj rob the heauens of their proper power, 

Where fitteth heeto whom reuenge belongs. 

And doth a Pope, a Prieft,a man of pride, 

Giuc charters for theliues of lawfull Kings, 

What can he blefle.or who regards his curfe, 
gut fuch as giuc to man, and takefromGod? 

I fpeake it in the fight of God aboue, 

Theres no t a man that dyes in your beleefe. 

But fels his foule perpetually to paine. 

Aid Lems, leaue God, kill lohn, pleafe hell. 

Make hauock of the welfare of your foules. 

For hecre I leaue you in the fight of heauen, 

A troope of tray tors food for hcllifh fiends; 

If you defiffyhen follow me as friends, , 

If not then doc your word as hatcfull tray tors. 

For Lewis his right, alas tis too too lame, 

A fenfleffe claime, if truth bee titles friend. 

Inbriefe if this be caufe ©four refort, 

Our pilgrimage is to the Diucls fhrinc. 

Icame notLords to Koupc as tray tors doe. 

Nor will I counfell in fo bad acaufe: 

Pleafe you returnc, we goe againe as friends. 

If not, I to my King, Sc you where traitors pleafe. Exit. 

Vercie. A hot young man, and fo my Lords proceed, 

I let him goe, and better loft than found. 

c Pmb. What fay you Lords, will all the reft proceed, 
Will you all with me fwcare vpon the Alter, 

That you’l to death, bee aid to Lewis and enemy to lohn? 
Euery man lay his hand by mitiCjin witnes of his harts ac- 
Well then,eueiy man to armes tomcct theKing, (cord. 
Who is already before London. 

Enter 'JSTcjfengcr, 

'Esmb. What newes Hcrauid? 

the 
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The t rouble fome <r R^jgne 

The right Chriftian Prince ray matter, Lewis of Fran 
at hand ^co turning to vifit your Honours, dire&ed hiV^* 
by the right honourable Tjchard Earle of Bigot J r 
ferre with your honours. * con ' 

Pemb. HowneereishisHighnefle? 

Thief. Ready to enter yoar prefence. 

Stitcr LewitsSorle Bigot , with his troupe 
Lew. Faire Lords of England, WfalutesyoaalP 
As friends,and firme welwillers ofhis weak', 

At vrhofe requeft from plenty- flowing France 
Crofling the Ocean with a Southerne gale, * 

He is in perfon come at your com mands. 

To vndertakeand gratifie withall. 

The fulnefle of yonr fauours proffered him. 

But worlds braue men omitting proraifes, 

Till timeberainifter ofraore amends, 

Hmuft acquaint you with our fortunes courfe. 

The heauens dewing fauours on my head, 

Haue in their condud fafe with victory. 

Brought me alongyour well manured bounds. 

With flnall repul(e,and little crofle of chance. 

Your City Rochefter with great applaufe. 

By fome diuine inftind laid armes slider. 

And from the hollow holes of Thamefis 
Eccho apace repli 'dt,Viue la Roy, ’ 

From thence along'the wanton rowling glade 
To Troynouant, your faire Metro fobs. 

With luckecame Lewis tofliew his troopes of France, 
awing our Enfignes with the dally ing winds, 

Tnc efull obieft of fell frowning warrej 

Where after fome aflanlt, and finall defence, 

Heauens may-I <ay, and not my warlike troupe, 

Tcmpred their hearts to take a friendly foe . 

Withm the compatte of their highbuilt wals, 

Giuing nae title,as itleemd they wifli. 

Thus 
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f bus fortune fiords,) ads to your forwardnefle, 

Beanes of content, in lieu of former griefe: 

And may 1 hue but to requite you all, 

Worlds wifli were minein dying noted yours. 

Salif Welcome the baltne that cloleth vp our wounds, 
The foueraigne medcine for our quick recure, 

1 The anchor of our hope,the only prop, 

I Where 00 depends our lines, our lands,our weak 
Without the which.as fheepe without their heard, 

(Except a (hepheard wincking at the wolfe) 
j Weftr ay, we pine, we run to thoufand harmes. 
j Nomaruell then, though with vnwonted ioy, 

I VVe welcome him that beateth woes away . 

Lew. Thankes to you all ofthis religious League, 

A holy knot of Catholicke confent. 
i I cannot name you Lordings, man by man, 

; But like a ftranger vnacquainted yet, 
j In generall f promife faithfull loue: 

I Lord Bigot brought me to S Edmunds fhrine, 

' Giuing me warrant ofaChriftian oath. 

That this aflembly came deuoted heere. 

To fweare according as your packets fliow’d. 

Homage and loyall feruice to our felfe, 

I need not doubt the furetie of your wills. 

Since well I know for many of your fakes. 

The Townes haue yeelded on their owne accords : 

Yet for a fafhion.not for misbeliefe, 

Myeyesmuft witnefle,and thefeeares mutt heare 
Your oath vpon the holy Altar fworne. 

And after march to end our commings caufe. 

Jgf. That we intend no other then good truth. 

All that are prefent of the holy league, 
for confirmation of our better truft, 

Inprefence of his Highnefle, fweare with me, 
fequel that my felfe fhall v tter heere. 

K I 'Thomas 




I Thomas Plant aginet, Earle of Salisbury, fweare va 
the Altar, and by the holy army of Saints, homage anda| V 
legeance to the right Chriftian Prince Lems of France a" 
true and rightfull King to England, Cornewall, and Wz\J 
and to their territories: in the defence whereof, I ypcm th * 
holy Alcar fweare all forwardnefle. All the Erg. Ls.f Vea ^ 
As the noble Earle hath fvorne, fo fweare we all, ^ 

Lemt. I reft affured on your holy oath. 

And on this Altar in like fort Lfweare 
Loue to you all and Princely recompence 
To guerdon your good wills vntothe full. 

And fiuce I am at this religious (brine. 

My goodwelwillersgiuevs leaue awhile. 

To vfefome Orizonsour fellies apart. 

To all the holy company of Heaucn, 

That they will faiile vpon our purpofes, 

And bring them to a fortunate euent. 

S'Jif. We leaue y oar Highnefie to your good intent; 

Exeunt Lords of England. 

, Lew. Now Vicount Oife/om, what remaines behind? 
Truft me thefe Tray tors to their Soucraigne State, 

, Are not to be beleeu’d in any for t.- 
/ Meloun. Indeed my Lord, they that infringe their oths,. 
And play the Rebels gainft their natiue King, 

Will for as little caufe reuolt from yor, 

Ifeuer opportunity incite them fo: 

For once forfworne, and neuer after found, 

There’s no affiance after penury. 

Lew. W ell Me/oun, well, lets finooth with them a while, . 
Vntill we haue as much as they can doe: 

And when- their vertue is exhaled drie, 
lie hang them for tire guerdon of their helpe: 

Mcane 'while weele vfethem as a pretiouspoyfon, . 

To vndertake the iffhe of our hope. 

Fr. Lo. Tis policy (my Lord) to bait dur Hookes 
With merry (miles, and proinife of much weight: 



But- 




Hat when your Highnerfe needeth them no more. 
L^oodmakc fure worke with them, left indeede 
They prone to you as to their naturall King. 

jtftlms. T ruft mee my Lord , right well liaue you ad- 
ycnome for vfo ; but neuer for a fport (uifde ; 

j st0 be dallied with, left it infix’d . 

Were you inftald,as foone I hope you (hall : 
je free from traitors, and difpatch them all. 

That fo I meane,I fweare before you all 
0n this fame Alter, and by heauens power, 

There’s not an Englifli traitor of them all, 

John once difpatcht,and I faire Englands King, 

Shall on his (boulders beare his head one day. 

But I will crop it for their guilts defort : 

Nor fhall their heires enioy their Seigniories, 

But perilh by their parents foule amifle. 

This baue I fworne.and this will I performe, • 

If ere l come vnto the height 1 hope. 

Lay downe your handsand fweare the fame with me. 

The French Lords fweare. 

Whyfo, now call them in, and fpeake them faire, 

Afmile of Freewill feed an Englifli foole. 

Beare them in hand as friends for fo they be: 

But in the heart like tray cars as they are. 

Enter the Englifl? Lords. 

Now famous followers, chieftanes of the world, 

Haue we (blicited with hearty prayer 
The heaucn in fauour ofour high attempt. 

Leaue we this place, and march we with our power 
1 o roufe the tyrant from his chiefeft hold : 

And when our labours haue a profprous end, 

Each man (hall reape the fruit of his defort. 

And fo refolu'd,braue followers let vs hence. 

K a 



Enter 




( Thetroublefome c l^aigne 

Enter A'.Iohn, Baftard, Pandulph, and many 
rriefiswitb them. 

Thus Iohn,tho\\ art abfolu’J from all thy finnes 
And freed by order of our Fathers curie. 

Receiue thy Crowne againe with this prouifo. 

That thou remaine true liegeman to the Pope, 

And carry armes in right of holy Rome. 

lob. I hold the fame as tenant to the Pope, 

And thanke your holinelfe for your kindnefl; fliewne. 

Pbihp. A proper ieft, when Kings muftftoop to Friers 
Need hath no law, when Friers iriuft be Kings. ' 

Enter a Meffenger . 

CMeJf. Plealfe it your Maieftie.the Prince of France 
With all the Nobles of you Graces Land 
Are marching hitherward ja good array. 

Where ere they fct their foot, all places yeeld: 

Thy Land is theirs, and not a foot holds out 
But Douer Caftle which is hard befiegd. 

Pan. Feare not King John , thy kiogdome is the Popes, 
And they (hall know his Holinelfe hath power, 

To beate them foone from whence he hath to doe. 

Timms andTrumpets. Enter Lewis, Melun, Salisbury, 
Elkx, Pembrooke.Wd// the Nobles from 
France W England. 

Lewis. Tandulph, as gaue his Holinefle in charge, 

So hath the Dolphin mud red vp his troupes, 

And wonne thegreateft part of all this Land, 

But ill becomes your Grace Lord Cardinal!, 

Thus to cornier fe with lohn that is accurft. 
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pan, Lewis of France, victorious Conqueror, 
yVhofe fword hath made this Hand quake for feare; 

Thy forwardnefle to fight for holy Tome, 

Shall be remunerated to the full : 

But know my Lord, K. lohn is now abfolu’d. 

The Pope is pleas’d the Land is bleft agen, 

And thou haft brought each thing to good effeft. 
Itlefteth then that thou withdraw thy powers, 

And quietly returne to France againe. 

For all is done the Pope would wifli tljee doe. 

Lewis. But als not done that Lewis came to doe. 

Why Pandtslph , hath King Philip lent his lonne 
Andbeene at fuch excefliue charge in warres, 

Tobe dilmift with words? King lohn (hall know. 

England is mine, and he vfurps my right 

‘Land. Lewis I charge and thy, complices 
Vpon the paibe of Pandulphs holy curfe. 

That thou withdraw thy powers to France againe, 

And yeeld vp London and the neighbour townes 
That thou haft taue in England by thy fword. 

Melun. Lord Cardinality Lewis princely leaue. 

It can bt nought but vfurpation 
In thee, the Pope, and all the Church of Rome, 

Thus to infult onKingsofChriftendome, 

Now with a word to make them cary armes. 

Then with a word to make them leaue their armes. 

This muft not be: Prince Lewis keepe thine owne. 

Let Pope and Popelings curfe their bellies full . 

. Baft. My. Lord of Melunfwhzt title had the Prinoc 
To England and the Crowne of Albion, 

But fuch a title asthe Pope confirm’d: 

The Prelate now lets fall his fained daime: 

Lewis is but the agent for the Pope, 

Then tmift the Dolphin ceafe,fith he hath ceaft: 

But ceafc or no, it greatly matters not, 

If you ray Lords and Barons of the Land 

- K 3 ' Will 
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Will leaue the Fr<nch > and deaue vnto our Kin*r, 

For fhamc yee Peeres of England ftiflfernot 
“Y our felues,your honours, and your Land to fall: 
Butwith r#folued thoughts bcatcbacke the French 
And free the laud from yoke of feruitude. 

Salif. Philip not fo, Lord Lewis is our King. 

And vve will follow him vnto the death. ° 

Panel. Then in thcnameof/»»«7?»r the Pope, 

I curfethe Prince and all that take his par t. 

And excommunicate the rebel! Peeres, 

As traytors to the King and to the Pope. 

Lew. T andutph, our fwords fl*i al blefteourfeluesa?fm 
Prepare thee /e/;» 3 Lords follow me your King. Sxeunt 
John. Accurfed/ob* the Diuell awes thee fhamc, 
RefiftingRomc, or yeelding tothcPope, all’s one. 
The Diuell take the Pope,the Peeres, and France; 
Sh?me be my fharefor yeelding tothePiieft. 

7W. Comfort thy felfe King lohn.xhz Cardinal! goes 
Vponhis curie t@ make them leaue their armes. Exit. 
’Baft. Comfort my Lord, and curfe the Cardinall, 

Betake your felfe to armes, my troupes arc preft 
To anfwer Lewis with a lufly fliocke: 

The English Archers haue their quiuers full. 

Their bo wes are bent.the pikes are preft to pufh: 

Good cheerc my Lord,King Bichards fortune hangs 
V pon the plume of warlike c Phtltps helme. 

Then let them know his brother and hisfonne 
Areleadcrsof theEnglifhmen araimes. 

I ehn. Philip 1 know not how to anfwer thee.: 

But let vs hence.to anfwer Lewis p ride. 

I Excurftoxs. Enter Meloun with Englifb Lords. 

Add, O i am flame, Nobles, Salisbury ftPemlrtohc^ 
f»iy fouicis charged, hearc me.- for what I fay 
Couceracs the i^ecrcs of England, and their State. 

Lillet* 



t 



of Kjng fohn. 



f iflcD,braneLords,a fearfull mourning tale 
To be cieliuercd by a man o r death. 

Uphold thefc fearres the doleof bloudy i Mars 
Ere harbingers from natures common foe, 

Citinjt this truncke to Bellas prifon-houfe; 

Pifes charter (Lordings) larteth not an hourc: 

And fearfull thoughts forerunners of my end, 

Rids me giue Phificke to a fickly foule, 

0 Peeres of England, know you what you doe? 

There’s but a havre that funders you from harme. 

The Iiooke is baited, and the traine is made, 

Andfi nply you run doting to your deaths. 

But left l dye and leaue my tale vntolde, 

With filence flaughteringfobraue a crew. 

This f atterre, if Lewis win the day. 

There’s not an Englifhman that lifts his hand 
Againft King John toplanttlieheireof France, 

But is already damnd to cruell death. 

1 heastd itvow’djrny felfe amongft the reft 
Swore on the Altar ay de to this Edi ft . 

Two caufcs Lords, makes me difplay this drift. 

The greateft for the freedome of my foule, 

That longs to leaue this manfion free from guilt 
Tlieothcr on a naturall inftinft. 

For tin: my Grandfirc was an Engliftiman. 

Mi'fdoubt not Lords the truth of my difeoutfe. 

No frenzie nor no brainfitke idle fit, 

But well aduis’d, and wotting what [ fay. 

Pronounce I here before the faceofheausn. 

That nothing rs difcouertd but a truth. 

Tis time to flye,fubmit your felues to lohn, 

The fmilcs of France (hade in the frownes of death. 
Liftvp yourfwords, turne face againft the French 
Hxpcli the yoke tbars framed for your necks. 

Backe warrcmcri, backc, imbowcll not the clime, > 

Your (eatery our nurlV, yoair bitthdaies brcathmg-place. 

That 







,1622 UNIVERSITY OF EDINBURGH (JA 3731 ) OctaVO 






The troublefome Talgne 

That bred you, bearesyou, brought you vp inarmes. 

Ah: be not fo ingrate to diggey our mothers graue, 

P re feme your lambes andbeat away the wolfe. 

My foule hath (aid contritions penitence 
Layes hold on mans redemption for my finne. (hesueti 
Farewell my Lords;witnefle my faith when we are met in 
And for my kindneflegiuemegraue-roome heere. 

My foule doth fleet, worlds vanities farewell. 

Saif. Now ioy betide thy foule welf-meaning man. 
How now my Lords, what cooling card is this ? 

A greater griefegrowes now then earft hath beene. 

What counfell giue you, fhall we flay and dye? 

Orfliall we Rome and kneelevnto theKing. 

Pemb. My heart tnifgaue this fad accurfed newes: 

What hauc we done? fie Lords what frenzie moon’d 
Our hearts to yeeld vnto the pride of France? 

If we perfeuer we are fure to dye: 

If we defift.ftnaU hope againe of life. 

Salisb. Beare hence the body of this wretched man. 
That made vs wretched with his dying tale 
And Hand not wailing on our prefent harmes. 

As women wont:but feeke our harmes redrefle. 

As for my ft lfe,I will in haft be gone : 

And kneele for pardon to our Soueraigne Iohn. .• * 
Pemb. I, there’s the way, lets rather kneele to him, 

T han to the French that would confound vs all. Exeunt, 

Enter Kino Iohn carried bet recent two Lords. 

John Setdowne, fetdownethe loade not worth your 
For done I am with deadly wounding griefe .• (paine, 
Sickly and (uccourlcflejiopelcfle of any good. 

The world hath wearied me, and I haue wearied it: 

It loathes I line, 1 line and loath my felfe. 

Who pities me? to whom haue I beene kinde? 

But to a few; a few will pitie me. 

Why die I not? Death fcornes fb vilde a prey. 
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line! not, life hates fo fad a prize. 
lf u e to both to beretaind of either, 

But both are deafe,I canbe heard of neither. 

Lr death nor life, yet life and neretbeneere, 
ymixt with death.biding I wot not where. 

q>bil. How fares my Lord, that hee is carried thus? 

Not all the aukward fortunes yet befalne, 

Made fuch imprefsion of lament in me. 

Nor euer did my eye attaint my heart 
With any obieft mouing more remorfe, 
j Than now, beholdingofa mighty King, 

Borne by his Lords in fuch diftrefled Sate. 

job , What newes with thee, if bad, report it ftraightj 
Jfgood be mute, it doth but flatter me. 

‘Phil. Such as it is and heauy though it be, 

Toglut the world with tragicke Elegies, 

Once will I breath to aggrauate the reft, 

Another rnoane to make the meafure full. 

The braueft bow-man had not yet fen t forth 
Tvvoarrowes from the quiuer at his fide. 

But that a rumor went throughout our Campc, 

That Iohn was fled.thc King had left the field. 

At laft the rumor feal’d thefe eares of mine. 

Who rather chofe, as facrifice for Mars, 

That ignominious fcandali by retire. 

I cheei’d the troupes, as did the Prince of T roy 
His weary followers gainftthe Mirmidom, 

Crying aloud, S. George, the day is ours. 

But feare hath captiuated courage quite, 

And like the Lambe before the greedy Wolfe, 
Soheartleffefled our war-men from the field. 

Short tale to make, my lelfe amongft the reft, 

Was faine toflie before the eager foe. 

By this time night had fliadowed allthecarth, 

With fable curfaines ofthc blackeft hue, 

Andienc’d vs from the fury ofthe French, 

I. As 
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When in the morning onr troupes did gather head. 
Paffing the wadies with our carriages. 

The impartiall tide deadly and inexorable. 

Came raging in with billowes threatning death. 

And (wallowed vp the moftofallour men. 

My felfe vpon a Galloway right free, well pa’cd, 
©utftripdtheflouds that followed waue by wane, 

J fo cfcap’dto tell this tragicke tale. 

Griefe vpon griefe, yet none fo great a griefe. 

To end this life,and thereby rid my griefe. 

Was euer any fo infortnnate. 

The right Idea of a curfed man, 

As I,poore I, a triumph for defpight, 
Myfeuergrowes.what ague (hakes me fo? 

How farre to Swin^ead, tell me. doe you know? • 

Prefent vnto the Abbot word of my repaire. 

My ficknefle rages, to tyrannize vpon me, 

1 cannot liue vnlefle this feuer leaue me. 

Phil. Good cheere my Lord,the Abbey isathand, 
Behold my Lord, the Churchmen come to meet you. 

Enter the Abbot and cert ai- e Monks. 

Abb. All health &happines to our Soueraigne Lord tile 
John Nor helpe nor happinefle hath lohn at all. (King, 
Say Abbot, am I welcome to thy houfe ? 

Abb. Such, welcome as our Abbey can afford. 

Your Maielty (hall be allured of. 

Philip. The King thou feed is weake and very faint, 
What viftuals haft thou torcfrefh his Grace? 

Abb. Goodftore my Lord, of that you need not feare, 
For Lined lfhire, and thefeour Abbey grounds 
Were neuer fatter nor in better plight. 

lohn. Philip thou neuer needfl: to doubt of cates, 

Nor King nor Lord is feared halfe fo well. 

As are the Abbeis throughout all the Lancj, 

Ifany plot of ground do pafle another, 



of Kfigfohn, 

The Friers fallen on it ftrait: 
gut let vs in to taftc of their repart:. 

It goes againd my heart to feed with tlrem^' 

Or be beholding. to fuch Abbey groomes. Exeunt . 

Manet theMonke. 

Monke. Is this the King that neuer lou’d a Frier? 

Is this the man that doth contemne the Pope? 

Is this the man that robd the holy Church, 

And yet will flie vnto a Friory ? 

Isthisthe King thataymes at Abbeis Lands? 

Is this the man whom all the world abhorres. 

And yet will flie vnto a Friory? 

Accurft be Swinjiead Abbey, Abbot.Friers, 
Monkes,Nunnes,and Clarkes, and all that dwell therein, 
Jfu-icked lohn efcape aliue away. 

Now if that thou wilt looketo merit heauen. 

And be canoniz’d fora holy Saint: 

To pleads the world with a deferuing worke. 

Be thou the man to fet thy cenntrey free. 

And murder him that feekes to murder thee. 

Enter the Abbct. 

Abbot. Why are not yon within to cheere the King? 

He now begins to mend, and will to meate. 

( Monke What if I fay to ftrangle him in his fleepc? 
Abbot. What, at thy Mmnyfimvu} away, 
ARdfeekelome meanesforto paftime the King. 

Monke. lie let a dudgeon dagger at his heart. 

And with a mallet knocke him on the head. 

Abbot. Alas what meanes this Monke tomurder me? 
Dare lay my life hee’l k ill me for my place, 

C Monke. lie poyfon him and it (hall ne’rebe knowne, 1 
And then (hall 1 be chiefeft of my houfe. 

Abb. If l were dead indeed he is the next, 

But He away, for why the Monke is mad, 

Andin hismadneffehewill murder me. 
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The troublejomc Taigne 

Mor.ks , My L.I cry your Lordfliip mercy,I few y ou ■■ 

>-• Abbot , Alas good Thomas do not murther me andthrs* 
fhalc haue my place with thoufandthankes. ’ 

Mon. I murder you / God fhield from fuch a thought 
t Ah. If thou wilt needesjet let me fay my prayers ' 
Mon. I will not hurt your Lordfliip good my Lord • 
but if you plcafe,! will impart a thing that {hall be benefi*' 
ciall to vs all. 

osfb. Wilt thou not hurt me holy Monke ? fay on. 
Mon. You know my Lord,the King is in our houfe. 

Ab. True. 

Mon. You know likew ife the King abhorres a Frier. 
Ab. True. * 

Mon. And he that loues not a Frier is our enemy. 

Ab. Thou feift true, 
c Mm. Then t he King is our enemy. 

Ab. True. 

Mon. Why then {hould we not kill our enemy, and the 
King being our enemy, why then (hould we not kill the K. 

_ Mb.' O blefled Monke ! I fee God moues thy mindeto 
free this land from tyrants flaucry. 

Bur who dare venter for to doe the deed ? 

Mon. Who dare ? why I my Lord dare doe the deed, 

He free my Countrey and the Church from foes. 

And merit heauen by killing of a King. 

Ab. Thomas kneele downe.and if thou art refolu’d, , 

I will abfolue thee here from all thy' finnes, 

For why the deed is meritorious. 

Forward,and feare not man.for euery month. 

Our Friers {hall fing a Matte for Thomas foule. / 

Mon. God and $. -Francis profper my attempt. 

For now my Lord I goe about my worke. Emnt 

Enter Lewis and his Armte. 

Lewi*, Thus vidory in bloody Lawrell dad, . 

Follows the fortune ofyoung Lodomke, 

The Englishmen as daunted at our fight. 

Fall' 
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Fall as the fowle before the Eagles eyes, 

Ouely two croffes of contrary change 
Doe nip m v heart, and vex me with vnreft. 

Lord Mebm death,the one part of my foule, 

A-brauer man did tietier liue in Fraunce. 

The other griefe, I, that's a gall indeed, 

To thinke that Doner Cattle (hould hold out 
G?.inft all aflaults.and reft impregnable. 

Yee warrelike race of Francus Hettfts fonne. 

Triumph in conqueft of that tyrant lohn , 

The better halfe of England is our owne .• 

And towards the conqueft of the other part 
We haue the face of all the Englifli Lords, 

What then remaines but ouerrunne the land ? 

Ke refolute my warrelike followers. 

And if good fortune feme as flic begins. 

The pooreft pefant of the realme of France 
Shall be a matter ore an Englifli Lord, 

Enter a Mejfesger. 

Lewis, Fellow, whacnewes ? 

Mejf. Pleafeth your Grace, the Earle of Sabsbnrj,Pettt. 
brook?, Effcx, Clare, and Arunddl, with all the Barons that 
did fi"ht for thee, are on a fudden fled with all their pow- 
ers, to ioyne with John, to driue thee backe agaitie. 

Enter another LMejfenger. \ 

Mejf. Lewis my Lord, why ftandftthou in a maze ? 
Gather thy troupes, hope not of helpe from Fraunce, 

For all thy forces being fiftiefaile, 

Containing twenty thoufand fouldiers, 

With viduall and munition for the warre, 

Putting them from Calhce in vnlucky time, 

D. rroffe the feas,and on the Goodwin fands, 

Tht ... ^.munition, and the fliips are loft. 

Enter another meffenger. 

Lewis, More newes ? fay on. 

Me.lT. lohn {tiny Lord) with all his Mattered troupes, 

L -3 Flying 
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The troublefome Taigne 

t'lying the fury ofyour conquering fword, 

As 'Pharaoh earft within the bloody fea. 

So he and his enuironed with the tide. 

On Lmcolne wafties all were ouerwhelmed. 

The Barons fled, our forces caft away. 

Lew. Was euer heard fuchvnexpc&ednewes? 

Meff. Yet Lodowike reuiue thy dying heart, 

King Iohn and all his forces are confunTd. 

The Idle thou needs tire aide of Engiifh earles, 

The Idle thou needft to grieue thy Nauies wracke. 

And follow times aduantage with fuccdle. 

Lewis t Brauc Fnenchmen arm’d with magnanimitie, 
March after Low, who will lead you on 
To chafe the Barons power that wants a head, 

For toha is drown’d ,and l am Englands King. 

Tliough our munition and our men be loft, 

*Philipo£- France will fend vs frdhfupplies. Sxeunt. 

Snter two Friers laying a cloth. 

Fr. Difpatch.difpatch,the King defires to eate. 

Would a might eat his laft for the loue he bcares to church 
men. 

Fr. T am of thy minde too , and fo it fhould be and we 
might be om owne caruers. 

I maruell why they dine here in the Orchard. 

Fr. I know not. nor I care not. The King comes. 

loh. Come on Lord Abbot,fhall we fit together ? 

Ab. Pleafeth your Grace fit downe. 

'■job. T ake your places firs.no pompe in penury , all beg- 
gers and frietidcs may come , where Neccffi tic keepes the 
hoilfe,curtefie is barr'd the table.'fit downe Philip. 

Baft. My Lord, I am loth to allude fo much to the pro- 
uerb, honors change manors: a King is a King, Chough for- 
tune do her wor ft, & we as dutifuil in defpite of her frown, 1 
as if your Highnes were now in die higheft tipe of dignity. 

hb. Come, no moreadoe, and you tell me much of dig- 
nity, you’l marre my appetite in a furfet of forrow. 

What 



ofl\ing Iohn . 

VVhat checre Lord Abbot,mc thinks ye frown like an fioft 
that knows his gueft hath no money to pay the reckning ? 

i/ib. No ray Liege , if I frowne at all, it is, for I feare 
this cheere too homely to entertaine fo mighty a gueft as 
your Maieftie. 

flafl. I thin ke rather, my Lord Abbot, you remember 
my laft being here , when I went in progreffe for powches, 
an( j c he rancor of his heart breakes out in his countenance, 
to (hew lie hath not forgot me. 

Ab. Not fo my Lord, you, and the meaneft follower of 
his Maiefty ,are heartily welcome to m e. 

tjAlon. WafTell my Liege and as a poore Monke may 
fay, welcome to Swinflead. 

John, Begin Monke, and report hereafter thou waft ta- 
fler to a King. (owne heart. 

Mon. As much health to your HighnetTe as to mine 
loh. I pledge thee kind Monke. (England. 

Mon. T he merrieft draught , that euer was drunke in 
Am I not too boid with your Highntfle ? 
lob. Not a whit, all friends and fellowcs for a time. 

M»n. If the inwards of a toad be a compound of any 
ptoofe : why fo it workes.. 
lob. Stay fWf, where’s the Monke? 

Baft. He is dead my Lord. 
loh. Then drinke not Philip for a world of wealth. 

What cheere my Liege ? your Colour gins to change. 
loh. So doth my life : O Philip, I am poifon’d. 

The Monke, the Diuell, the poyfongins to rage. 

It will depofe my felfea King from raigne. 

Baft. This Abbot hath an intereft in this ad. 

At all aduentures take thou that from me. 

There fie the Abbot, Abbey Lubber,Diuell. 

March with the Monke vnto the gates cfHell. 

How fares my Lord ? 

loh. Philip , fome drinke, oh for the frozen Alpes. 

To tumble on and coole, this inward heate, 

Thatragcthas the foauce ftuen-foki note.. 

. ■ To. 
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The trouble fome T\aigne 

To biirne the holy tree in Babylon, 

Power after power f orfake their proper power. 

Only the heart impugnes with faint refill 
The fierce inuade of him that conquers Kings, 

Hdpe God.O paine: dye Iohn O plague 
Infli&ed on thee for thy grtcuous finnes. 

Philips chayre,and by and by a gratae,’ 

My kgges difdaine the carriage of a King. 

Baft- A good my Liege with Patience conquer griefe. 
And beare this paine with Kingly fortitude. 

Iohn. Me thinkes I fee a Catalogue of finne, 

Wrote by a fiend in marble chara&crs, 

The lcafl enough to lofe my part in hcauen. 

Me thinkes the Daicll whifpers in mine cares. 

And tells me, ’cis m vaine to hope for grace, 

I muff be damn’d for Arthurs fodainc death, 

I fee I fee a thoufand thoufcnd men 
Come to accufe me for my wrong on earthj 
And there is none fo mercifull a God, 

That will forgiue the number of my finnes. 

How hauelliu’d, but by anothers Ioffe? 

Whathruie I lov;\I but wrack ofothers vveale? 

When haue I vow’d,and not infring’d mine oath? 
Where haue I done a deed deferning well? 

How, what, when,where, haue I bellow’d a day 
That tended not to feme notorious ill? 

My liferepleate with rage and eyrannie, 

Craues little pitty for fo ftrange a death. 

Or, who will fay,tliat Iohn deceafd too foone? 

Who will not fay, heratherliu’d too long. 
Di/feonourdid attaint tire in my life. 

And fhame attended) /o&ir vnto his death. 

Why did I fcapcthe fury ofthe French, 

And dide not by the temper of their fwords? 
Shamekftemy life, and fhamefully it ends, 

Scorn’d by my foes,difdamed of my friends. 

■ 'BaftarA 



MitithS'P 1111 - 1 '-'J *“ w 
LitUhe Kingly Prophet Baud cry, . 

Shofe hands as mine with murther were attaint; 
1 n0t hee (hall build the Lord a houfe. 



of King Iohn, 

, poroiue the world and all your earthly foes, 

{Si on Chriltyvho is your lateft friend. 

An i Mv tongue doth falter: Philip, I tell thee man, 

, ! j\„ did yeeld vnto the Prieft of Rome, 

! S ? C< L nor his haue profpred on the earth : 

I fire hisble(fmgs,and his cur fe isblifle. 

I Minthefpirit l cry vnto my God, 

Asd 

I 

SooteThefe locufts from the face of earth: 

• Sir if my dying heart deceine me not, 

: ! om out thefe loynes (hall fpring a Kingly branch, 

' whofe armes (hall reach vnto the gates of Rome, 
with his feet treade dowfce the Strumpets pride, 

That fits vpon the chay re of 'Babylon. 
pi#, my heart firings brcake,the poyfons flame 
! Hathouercome in me weake natures power, 

Andinthefaith of Iefu Iohn doth dye, 

1 lift. See how he ftriues for life,vnhappy Lord, 

' Whofe bowels are diuided in them felues. _ 

This is the fruit of Popery e, when trhe Kings 
Areflaineandfhouldredoutby Monkes and Friers. 

Enter a Mcjfenger. 

Me jf Pleafe it your Grace the Barons of the Land, 
i Which all this while bare armes againft the King, 
i Conduftedby the Legate of the Pope, 

Together with the Prince his Highnefle (bnne. 

Doe craue to be admitted to the prefence ofthe King. 

Baft, Yourfonne,my Lord, young Henry craues to fee 
Your Maieftie.and brings with him befide 
The Barons that reunited from your Grace. 

| 0 piercing fight, he fumbleth in the mouth, 
j His fpeech doth faile : lift vp your felfe my Lord, 

And fee the Prince to com fort you in death. 

M Enter 
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The troublvfome %aig ne 

Enter Pandulph, young Henry, the Barons 

daggers m their hands. m 

Prince. O let me fee my father ere he dye* 

O vncle,were you here, and fuffred him 
To be thus poyfoned by a damned Monkc? 

Ah he is dead, Father, Greet Father fpeake. 

'Baft. His fpeech doth faile, he hafteth to his end 
‘Pandulph. Lords giue me leaue to ioy the dvinJ v 
With fight of there his Noles kneeling heere 2 K '^> 
With daggers in their hands who offer vp 
Their liues for ranfomeef their foule offence. 

Then good my Lord if you forgiue them all 
Lift vp your hand in token you forgiue. 

Salub. Wee humbly thanke your royaUMaieflie 

And vow to fight fo; England and her King: ’ 

And in the fight of I oho ourSoueraigne Lord 
In fpight of Lems and the power of" Prance ’ 

Who hitherward are inarching in-all hafte 5 
We crowne young Henry in his fathers ftead 
Henry. Helpe, Helpe, hedies;Ahfather.loofeeo W 
Legat. K Iohn farewell in token ofthy faith 
And figne thou diedft the feruant ©f the Lord * 

Lift vp thy hand, that we may witnefie heere. * 

Thou diedft the feruant of our Souiour Chrift. ' 

Now ioy betide thy fouIe,w hat noyleis this ? 

Enter a Ifefftnger*. 

r Hel P Lords the Dolphin maketh hitherward, 
v\ ith hnfignes of defiance in the winde. 

And all <sur arrnie ftandethat agaze, 

Expefting what their leaders well comm lund. 

Baft . Lets arme our felues in young K Henries right, 

And beate the power of France toScaagainc. 

Legate 



1 






of Kfng fohn. 



Sxsmt. 



Tfffitet Philip not (o, but I will to the Prince, 
ind bring him face to face to parley with you. 

* $d. Lord Salisbury , your felfe fliall march witlr me 
So (hall we bring thefe troubles to an end . 

Kirir, Sweet V tide, if thou loue thy Soueraigne, 
i , £t n ot a ftone of Swinjfead Abbey ftand. 

But pull the houfe about the Friers eares r 
For they haue kill’d my Father and my King, 

A parley founded, Lewis, Pandulph Salisbury, &c. 

p M d. Lewis of France,yong Henry Englands King 
’ Requires to know the reafon of the claime 
I That thou canft make to any thing of his. 

Xinir John that did offend,is dead and gone. 

See where his breathldfe trunke in prefence lies. 

And he as heire apparent to the crowne 
Is now fnccceded in his fathers roome. 

Henry, Lewis, w hat law of armes doth lead thee thus, 
j To keeps pofleffion of my lawfull right ? 

Anfwere 5 in fine if thou wilt take a peace, 
Andmakefurrender of my right againe, 

Or trie thy title with the dint of fword: 

I tell thee Dolphin, Henry feares thee not. 

For now the Barons cleaue vntotheirKing, 

. And what thou haft in England they did get. 

Lewis ■> Henry of England, now that John is dead. 

That was the chiefeft enemy to France, 

Imay the rather be induc’d to peace. 
htSu/isburyfind you Barons of the Realme, •* 

This ((range reuolt agrees not with the oath 
That you on Bury Altar lately fwore. 

Saif Nor did the oath your Highnefte there did take 
Agree with honour of the Prince of France.. 

Bafi. My Lord, what anfwere make you to the King. 
‘Do/ph, Faith Philip this I fay : It bootes nor him, 

M a. Nor 
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The trouble fome %ajgne 

Nor any Prince, nor power of Chriftendome 
T o feeke to win this Hand Alton, 

V nlefle he haue a party in the Realmc 
By treafbn for to helpe him in his warres. 

The Peeres which were the party on my fide 
Are fled from me ; then bootes not me to fight 
But on conditions, as mine honour wills, * 

I am contented to depart the Realmc. 

Hen. On what conditions will your Highnes yeeld > 
Lew. T hat : fhall wethinke vpon by more adu-'ce 

B*n. Then Kings and Princesdetthefebroilesbueend 

And at more leifure taike vpon the league. 

Meane while to Worfter let vsbeare theKin*, 

And there interre his body, as bsfeemes. D ’ 

But firft,in fight of Lewie heire of France, 

Lords take the Crowne,and fetit on his head, 

That by fuccefsion is our lawfull King. 

They crowne young Henry. 



Thus Englands peace begins in Henries Raigne, 

And bloody warres arec/oPd with happy league. 

Let England hue but true within itfelfe. 

And all the world can neuer wrong her date. 

Lewie y\\ou flialt be brauely fliipt to France, 

For neuer Frenchman got of Engl i(h ground 
The twentith part that thou haft conquered. 

Dolphin thy handjto fVorfier we will march : 

Lords all, lay hands to beare your Soueraigne 
\\ ith obfequ ies of honour to his graue : 

If Englands Peeres and people ioynein one, 

Nor Pope, nor France, nor Spaiue can doe them wrong. 
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